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Here a ſtrange Galamaufry, and @ 


new Actor is introduced. 
H in the Habit of a Portugueſe, 
and ſpeaking nothing but the 
Language of that Country, taking with 
him an Interpreter, travelled on to 
Vol. II. B Saliſbury, 


E RE the Chevalier, diſguiſed 


2 THE HISTORY OF 
| Saliſbury, where his Son met him, 
having alſo made his Eſcape from the 
College du Placis, where he had been 
placed by his Father. He had con- 
tinued there five Years, during the 
Doctor's Travels through Spain and 
Portugal, &c. who forgot to remit 
the Stipend agreed upon for his 
Maintenance and Education. The 
Youth was frequently preſſed to em- 
brace the Romiſb Faith, but in vain; 
for he was ſo thoroughly initiated in 
the Principles of the Proteſtant Re- 
ligion, during his Continuance at the ry 
Rev. Mr. Crow's School at Kenſing- her 
ton, that all their Attempts * 
fruitleſs. 5 
aa 
At length the College proceeded 0%, 


to Severities; which obliged him to fry. 
think 


Dt. JOHN TAYLOR. g 
think of his Eſcape. This he ef- 


fected by travelling through the Gates 
of Paris in a Fiſh-Cart. When he 
got as far as St. Dennis, he fell in 
Company with an Jriſb Prieſt, who 
was coming over to England as a Miſ- 
ſionary, to make Proſelytes to the 
Roman-Catholic Religion. 


Young Taylor tells the Prieſt, that 
pe was of a good Family in England, 
1 that were Roman-Cathokcs, which, 
pe made no Doubt, would be very 
e rviceable to him in the Work he 
,- ent upon. 
d | 
They ſet forward on Foot for 
alais, ſtill keeping an Eye upon the 
ed Diligence or Stage-Carriage. This 
to ſrved to direct them in their Jour- 
nk "Wa ney, 
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Road. 


ney, being both Strangers to the 


By the Time they had reached 
Abbevile, which is about half Way 
from Paris to Calais, the Fatigue of 
Travelling, and the Heat of the 
Weather, threw the poor Prieſt into 
a Fever, 


Our young Traveller, expecting 4 
every Moment to be purſued, had 
only Time to ſay to the Prieſt, Dieu $ 
vous bienzes, and purſued his Jour- 
ney, till he arrived at Bologne. 9 


Here, his Feet being galled with! ; 
Travelling, he Was glad to accept 
of the Offer of a returned Poſt- Y 
Horſes 1 


el 


a r. JOHN TAYLOR. 5 
& Horſe. Upon which he arrived at 
Calais; where he was ſeized by the 
I Soldiers as he entered the Gates, who 
55 carried him before a Magiſtrate i 
WF where he was required to produce his 
$ Paſſport. 


It is impoſſible to conceive the 


Terror with which our young Tra- 
veller was ſtruck at this Demand. 
He dreaded immediate Chains and 


Dungeons. He was ſure ſome of 


3 his College Friends had been before 
Fand with him; that he was to be 
1 carried back to Paris, and there un- 


q We all that rg. og Bigotry, 


In this terrible Condition, being 


'$ fill N by the Magiſtrate to pro- 


yg 
| 
By 
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duce ſome Account of himſelf, he 
recollects that he had about him a 
Letter from his Uncle, inviting him 
to come to England; he produces it. 
And the Uncle expreſſing in the 
Letter his Thanks to the Profeſ- 
ſors of the College du Placis for 
the Care they took of his Ne- 
phew. The Governor ſeelng this, 
made no Doubt but he came away 


with the Conſent of his Teachers, 


and diſmiſſed him immediately. 


Our Traveller, having no Baggage 
to inſpect, his whole Cargo conſiſting 


of a few Livres, a ſecond Shirt, a 


Telemachus and an Ovid, was imme- 
diately diſcharged. 43 


He embarks for England. But not 


being able to purchaſe a Cabin, he 


Dr. JOHN TAYLOR. 7 
is tumbled in among the common 
Lumber. Hard as his Lodging was, 
Fatigue and Anxiety ſoon flung him 
into a very ſound Sleep; which con- 
tinued till the Acclamations of the 
Sailors, for landing ſafe at the Tower- 
Dock had awaked him; when rub- 
bing his Eyes, and finding, with 
great Joy where he was, with- 
out further Delay he once more leap- 
ed upon Proteſtant Ground. He gave 
three Springs and a Huzza, flung 
what little Money he had, in his 
Tranſports, among the Mob. But 
ſeeing three Wine-Porters marching 
towards him, one of them being bare- 
headed, the Sight of their Surplice 
and Sleeves put him in Mind of his 
Canonical Friends at Paris. He runs 
into a Barber's Shop to avoid them. 
The Barber aſked, if he was mad? 
. B 4 ſaid, 
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3 THE HISTORY OF 
ſaid, they were no Bailiffs, but ſome 
Porters. He recovers himſelf, begs 
Pardon, and aſks the Way to Hog / 
den. He is directed to his grand Un- 
cle at the Reyal Oak, who received 
him Kindly, and tells him, that his 
Father the Chevalier was then at 
Falmouth, 


Having lately landed from Portu- 
gal, he writes to his Father, who 
ſends him immediately two Suits of 
Cloaths of blue Damaſk lined with 
black Silk, and emboſſed with Frogs 
of the ſame Colour. The Air and 
Cut of theſe Cloaths expreſſed ſome- 
thing foreign, which the Mob, in 
their great Wiſdom, were pleaſed to 
call frenchified. 


CHAP. 


Dr. JOHN TAYLOR. 9g 


C HAP. 


A grave Criticiſm on a very paltry 
Performance. 
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HU s equipped, the young. 

Chevalier travels to the Borough- 
Fair ; where he ſeems an human Ex- 
otic in the Eyes of that polite Aſ- 
ſembly. They ſoon ſaw the Ridi- 
culouſneſs of his Dreſs, and judged 
the Singularity of it to be a public 
Crime, which, by the Law of Na- 
tions, the Populace have ever pre- 
2X ſumed to puniſh, 


Now whether this Incident may 
not furniſh Hints to ſome licentious 
B 5 In- 
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Inquirers concerning the real Grounds 
and true Bottom of moral Rectitude 
and natural Propriety, is a Queſtion 
which the curious, at their beſt Lei- 
ſure, may pleaſe to determine. But 
why the Faſhion of a Coat, for be- 
ing only a little uncommon, ſhould 
give ſuch Provocation to two or three 
thouſand rational Beings, in a Land 
of Liberty too, where every one may 
indulge his Fancy with Impunity, ei- 
ther in the Choice of his Taylor, or 

his Parſon, is perhaps a Queſtion 


not eaſily anſwered. 


A handſome genteel young Man, 
with a modeſt and inoffenſive Deport- 
ment, is made the Butt of Inſolence, 
"Brutality and Abuſe, in the moſt 


mercileſs and ſavage Manner, becauſe 
he 


Dr. JOHN TAYLOR. rr 


he wore Frogs upon his Coat, his 
Hat under his Arm, and his Sword 


by his Side. 


I have ſeen Turkies indeed ſet a 
quarreling, by rubbing a little Mud 
on one or two of their Heads; the 
Parties ſo marked were purſued by the 
reſt as Enemies to the whole Spe- 
cies: But this let the Moraliſts clear 
up. It will be ſooner done, perhaps, 
than our young Chevalier's Coat can 
be reſtored to its original Freſhneſs, 
His Finery is defaced. A very coarſe 
Welcome to his native Country. He 
draws his Sword, purſues one of the 
Judges into Blackmon-Street, who 


had been the firſt who gave his prac- 


=X tical Opinion againſt the Drapery 


X abovementioned, - He was not ſin- 
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12 THE HISTORY OF 
gular. The whole Pandæmonium with 
Hand and Voice ſoon ſeconded his 
Sentiment. 


The preſcribed Criminal, with 
more Frogs on his Coat than he ſet 
out with, eſcapes to the Water-Side 
half frighted to Death; takes Boat, 
and in a Day or two recovers his 
Reaſon, and his Cloathing in fome 
Degree. 


He takes a Place in the Sa,, tſbury 
Coach, his Father having appointed 
to meet him in that Town. 


He is ſtared at again by the Paſ- 
ſengers in the Vehicle, who treat 
him with Mockery inſtead of Mud, 


and by a thouſand aukward Conun- 
drums, 


Dr. JOHN TAYLOR. 13 
drums, and Bear- garden Raileries, 
kept pelting him all the Way. He 
endeavoured to make Repriſals in 
broken Engliſh, for he had almoſt 
loſt his native Tongue, being ſo long 
abſent in France. But this Circum- 
ſtance was a freſh Aggravation of his 
Guilt, They talked loud to him, as 
if he was deaf; and aſked him Queſ- 
tions as if he were an Idiot, wiſely 
judging, that good Senſe and a good 
Engliſh Accent were convertible Terms, 
and he that wanted the latter, could 
never be poſſeſſed of the former. 


There was a Parſon in the Coach, 
who adviſed him, if he went a Hunt- 
ing, to beware the Fate of Ab/alom, 
X left, fays he, the Branches may faſ- 
ten in your Frogs, and you may hang 

between 


between the Heaven and the Earth. 
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To which the Stripling, who wanted 
not a Repartee, and muſtering all his 


little Zngh/þ together, anſwered his 


Reverence, that Tyburn, though a 


ſmooth Tree and without Branches, 
might be full as dangerous to a plain 
Coat, and one of his Colour too. A 


Quaker in the ſame Carriage, notwith- 
ſtanding his Gravity could not refrain, 
with a ſanctified Sneer, to pull off one 
or two of his Vanities, as he called 
them, ſaid, They were the Livery of 
Satan, and Shreds of the Whore of 


Babylon. 


By the Time he had reached the 
Inn, the Luxury of his Corintbian 
Coat was retrenched to the Simplicity 


and Nakedneſs of the Quaker's own 


Caſſock. 


Dr. JOHN TAYLOR. 15 
Caſſock. His Hair was alſo a great 
Offence ; the Curls of which, the 
XX Quaker ſaid, reſembled the Snares of a 
vile Courtezan, much more than the 


Ornaments of a manly and rational 
Choice, adviſed him to get himſelf 
ſhorn at the next Barber's Shop, and 
he would lend him his Woolen Night- 
Cap, till his Hair ſhould grow as grey 
and as ſtrait as his own. 


To which a jolly Gentlewoman with a 
ruddy Complexion, a little flaked and 
diverſified like Marble, who had no 
Stays on, anſwered, Hell's Luck to 
your old quaking Carcaſe, can't you let 
the ſweet young Gentleman alone, and 
be damned to you; and you, you ro- 
ping old reverend Fornicator , with 
your dry Rubs and be curſed to you; 

may 
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may be I don't know you: By Jeſus, 
you have not payed for the laſt Flog- 
ging you had at my Houſe, and Sally 
Winter will tear the Gown off your 
Back, when ſhe meets you next. 


This unexpected Sally flung a Damp 
over the two ſpiritual Prigs. They 
were more merciful in their Attacks 
for the future; whilſt Mrs. Brandy- 
noſe bullied with her Frowns, but tipt 
the friendly Wink upon the young 
Chevalier. In ſhort, ſhe kept the 
Peace till they arrived at Saliſbury. 


Dr. JOHN TAYLOR 1 


CHAP, III. 


A meer Salmagundy. 


ERE the young Doctor meets 
L his Father, who ſtood waiting 
for the Coach at the Inn Door. 


The Lad recollected him more 
from the Singularity of his Drefs, than 
his Perſon; which, however varied in 
ſome uneſſential Modes, yet till pre- 
ſerved an Identity of CharaQter, 


He receives the Youth with great 
Marks of Kindneſs, which however 
ſeemed a little daſhed with Diſcontent. 
3 The 


LS. 3 wu 
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The Lad's Mien and fine A pproach to ; 


Manhood, alarmed the Doctor. He 
dreaded, it ſeems, the Point of Com- 


pariſon, leſt the Lady ſhould make 


Concluſions to his Diſadvantage. 


He calls the Landlord and tells him, 
this is my darling Son, but he is not at 
all like me; that long Hair of his has 
quite diſguiſed him ; I muſt have it off 
immediately. The Truth is, the Boy 
had a very fine Head of Hair, which 
the Barber, for a good Price, ſoon reapt 
off, The Chevalier dubbs him in one 
of his own old Wigs, and cries out, 


Aye, now you look like a Man. Why, 


Fack, you are as like me as my own 
Brother ; for that was indeed the Cha- 
racter he would have him paſs under. 


The 


Dr. JOHN TAYLOR. I9 


HF The Doctor's Diamond Croſs, that 
| 4 dazling In/ignia of the Order of Chriſt, 
which he put on in Portugal, happen- 
cd to ſtrike the Senſorium of a certain 
reverend Father, an Viſb Prieſt, then 
reſiding at Saliſbury, who was retained 

there by a Group of Neighbours as 

their private Chaplain. He concluded 
inſtantly that the Chevalier was a moſt 

X zealous Roman-Catholic, He gets ac- 
1 quainted with him through Means of 
the Landlady at the Inn. He tells him 
he had a private Chapel at about two 
Miles diſtance from the Town; to 
which, ſays he, ſeveral Ladies and 
Gentlemen, who pretetend to be Pro- 
T zeftants under Appearance of riding 
out for the Air, or going a hunting, 
Xx conſtantly reſort. They are grateful, 
"1 ſays 
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20 THE HISTORY OF 
ſays the Prieſt, for my ſpiritual Admi- 
niſtrations, and large in their temporal 
Acknowledgements. To tell you the 
Truth, moſt of them are my own 
Converts; for I am here, my Jewel, 
upon the Miſſion. And, though the 
People are ſharp enough in theic 
worldly Concerns, yet they know ſo 
little of Religion here of any kind, that 
they are the eaſieſt Prey I ever met 
with in my whole Life. I vow to my 
God, Sir, a Cobler or a Weaver, in 
the North of Ireland, knows more of 
Chapter and Verſe, than the Squire, 
or the Parſon himſelf,” in this Coun- 


try. 25 


Beſides, Sir, a good Make of Per- 


ſon ; as for Inſtance, now I am near 
fix Foot high. You ſee my Shoul- 
ders, 


Dr. JOHN TAYLOR. 21 
ders, and my ſtanding, they are pret- 
ty ſtout, good Iriſb- built Timber, with 
XX other Things in Proportion. Ha, my 
X Dear, what will you have of it, Doc- 
tor? (for 1 ſee you are a Sportſman 
yourſelf.) We have Bodies to work 
upon as well as Mind; and our In- 
ſtructions of late are very copious up- 
on that Head. By my Soul, I have 
found it anſwer better with me, than 
any intellectual Attempts I was able to 
make; I mean, Sir, with the Ladies 
only; oh, underſtand me right, I 
mean, the Ladies only. I generally 
make my Way through the Wife, to 
gain the Huſband. It is an excellent 
Medium, and very pleaſing in the 
Practice, I could name you five rich 
Merchants in London, that I have liſt- 
ed under the Catholic Banner, by Means 
of 
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42 THE HISTORY OF 
of theſe Apoſtles in Petticoats, their 
own Wives. 


I have now a neighbouring Curate 
in Town. His Spouſe is already in the 
Peal of the Church, and I expect he 
will ſoon follow. I have given him 
very good Books to read, ſuch as the 
Fifty Reaſons, Dr. Shait, and the Ca- 
tholic Chriſtian. Oh, the Devil go with 
that Dr. Middleton, he has ſpoiled my 
Market with his curſed Letter from 
Rome. By Jeſus, it is a very comical 
Sort of a Book. In it, ſure enough, 
Doctor, there is a great many Things 
belong to all Things; but its none of 
my Buſineſs, you Know, to cry out 
Whore firſt. 


This 
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This Curate has but a very poor 
4 1 15 iving, that's another ſtrong Motive; 3 
and then we have large Collections 
4 made among the rich Catholic Families 
for the Encouragement of Converts. 
And over and above all this, (among 
Friends) doubt, the honeſt Curate 
takes very light Meals of Religion of 
ny Kind. He never had a ſpiritual 
3 Porfeit in his Life. He was talking 
f going over to Whitefield, But, I be- 

1 jeve, I have given him the Bait; fo 
A hat he is as good as within my 


Trapp. 


I have been very lucky this laſt 
mmer in the Town here. I can 
eckon our Landlady herſelf in the 
amber of the Elect. By my troth, 


4 ſhe 
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ſhe is a kind, believing, good Sort of 
of a Woman in it. But her Huſband 
is a Heretic to the Back-bone. St. Ig- 
natius himſelf could not move. him. 


My dear Sir, I am to give Maſs, 
with an Exhortation, on Monday 
Morning next, at my ſpiritual Farm in 
the Fields, where I ſhould rejoice to 
ſee you. Upon my Prieſthood, I will 


introduce and recommend you to many 


of my Congregation, who are People 
of Fortune and Family, and may ſerve 
you in your Profeſſion; for I give 
Sight one Way, and you another. 


The Doctor thanked him, but felt 
an Indignation riſe within him. He 
made ſome ſhrewd Reflections upon 
his * His very Blood boiled, to 

think 


Dr. JOHN TAYLOR. #25 
think, that Popery was taking ſuch 
large Strides in England. The Inqui- 
ſition ſprung up with all its Terrors 
in his Mind. He could hardly refrain 
from falling foul upon the Prieſt ; but 
he checked his Reſentments, and pro- 
miſed to be at Maſs on Monday. But 
Sunday, it ſeems, happened a Day 
that the Doctor diſtinguiſhed - by the 
Name of Clamare Oppidum; that is, 
the Day on which he uſed to. alarm 
the Town. He pats on all his Brave- 
ry; for he made up a dazling Suit, 
which, with his Diamond Ring and 
Croſs, rendered him a Rival to his 
Brother the Sun. 


In all this Pomp and Glory, he en- 
ters the Cathedral, when Service was 
about half over; and preſſing up 

Vor, II. C cloſe 
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cloſe to the Parſon, drew upon him, in 
an Inſtant, the Eyes of the whole Con- 
gregation, He behaved himſelf with 
ſuch Majeſty and Firmneſs, that they 
took him for ſome German Prince, who 
came to admire their ſtately Gothic Ca- 
thedral. 15 


Service done, he is followed by 
the Eyes of the whole Congregation 
to his Inn; where he had not been many 
Minutes before he was accoſted in a 
very polite Manner, by a Gentleman 
reſident at Saliſbury, He invited the 
Doctor to dine with him; which in- 
deed he did, and paſt the Evening in 
a very elegant Manner. He was re- 
galed by the Gentleman's fine Taſte, 
Wit, and Learning, together with ſome 


excellent Muſic. 


— — a * . 


The 
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In the Evening the Doctor returns to 
his Inn in high Spirits, being ſet down 
out of the Gentleman's own Coach. 


He finds the Prieſt and the Land- 
lady happy over a Bowl of Punch to- 
gether, 


The Prieſt immediately expreſſed his 
| Concern, at hearing that the Doctor 
= had been to Church in ſuch State. He 
| hoped he was a Man of Honour, and 
would not reveal the Subject- Matter of 
their laſt Converſation. 


The Doctor aſſured him, it was his 
uſual Manner of making himſelf 
known; that he had a Diſpenſation for 
ſuch Liberties, which were abſolutely 
C 2 neceſ- 
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neceſſary to the carrying on his Buſi- 
neſs; bid him baniſh all Suſpicion, 
and drank the Pope's Health in a Bum- 


Per. 


The Prieſt took him by the Hand, 
and ſaid, To- morrow ſhould convince 
him, how much he was his Friend. 


To-morrow comes. The Doctor 
keeps his Word; is preſent at the Ex- 
Hortation and the Maſs, The firſt had 
ſuch an original Eſſence of Abſurdity 
in it, and was in every Reſpect ſuch a 
compleat Rhapſody of bombaſt Blun- 
der, Nonſenſe, and the broadeſt 
Brogue, that the Doctor could not for- 
bear ſnatching as much out in Short- 
Hand; as his Pencil or Attention from 

Laughter 
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Laughter would ſuffer him to take 
down, 


Father Phelim O Compſty, for that 
was his Name, having mounted the 
Roſtrum, and croſſed himſelf in due 
Forth, took Notice, with great ſeem- 
ing Humility, that this was the firſt 
Time he had the Honour and Happi- 
neſs to addreſs himſelf, from the Pul- 
pit, to his beloved Aſſembly of Ca- 
tholics. 


He was ſorry to ſmuggle out his Be- 
nedictions and his Doctrine to them 
like contraband Goods, as the People 
run Brandy and Tobacco in Feland, at 
the Riſque of their Necks, But, ſays 
he, St. Patrick himſelf was perſecuted. 

C 3 for 
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for the Truth, and ſtolen Waters are 
{wcet, 


Ah, ah, my Beloved, I cannot but 
weep, when I'll think of that unfortu- 
nate Hill of Creſb, a Keel near Kells 
in Ireland, where I'll uſe to ſhilebrate 
Maſs for thoſe Nagures formerly; thoſe 
Nagures wiil not allow me a Houſe 
over my Head, nor a Pulpit for put my 
Foots in; but the Craws and the 
Fowls of the Valey coming ſiteing, ſite- 
ing down upon myſelf, and my Books 
in it. 

Victoria] Viftoria My Beloved, 
J have gained the Victory over the 
World, the Fleſh, and the Devil, and 


Here 
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Here ſome unruly Woman began to 
titter, and aſk Queſtions, 


Upon which Father Phelim rebuked 
them with great Wrath, and ſaid aloud, 
that Lotiſbes Wife was turned to a Pil- 
lar of Shalte, for one Look about 
Quara; for why? Urroo, becauſe, ſays 
he, ſhe was Curioſhity, like the reſt 
of her Shorte, and after a Pauſe he 
went on. 


The Tix for this Day, he being 
Egſter-Monday, is write in the ten and 
twenty Chapter of the holy Goſpel ac- 
cording to St. Shobe, in the eleven and 
forty Verſes, you'll found um this 
Way : Hes pour me out like Water, 
ſays he, and he's cruddle me like Sbee- 
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zes. Hes pour me out like Water, 


ſays he, and he's cruddle me like 
Cheeſes.. 


My Beloved, I muſt remember 
you, by Way of Explanation upon 
my Tix, that there is three ſeveral 
Sorts of Sheezes, for be conſhider 
here is, | 


Firſt and foremoſt, There is your 
Crame Sheeſe, that is one. Oh that 
is a very fine Sheeſe. Your Crame 
Sheeſe will contain in himſelf the 
Quinteſſence of all Sheeſes; for af 
you'll hold him with the Fire, he'll 
melt in Grace, and he'll riſe in Glory. 
By the Crame Sheeſe, is as much 
as to ſhay, the holy Roman-Catbolic 


Church, 
; Shecondly, 
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Shecondly, There is your new Milk. 
Sheeſe, It is no very bad Sheeſe. 
It is the beſt of the bad Sheeſes. 
For af you'll hold him with the Fire, 
he'll melt in Grace; but he will not 
riſe in Glory. Ah, no, he will not 
riſe in Glory. By the new Milk. 
Sheeſe, is as much as to ſhay, 
the Shurch of England, or that: 


Way. 


Tirdly and laſtly, There is your 
ſkim Milk Sheeſe. Ah, that is a 
very bad Sheeſe. It is the worſt of 
the bad Sheeſes. For af you'll hold 
him with the Fire, he'll neither melt 
in Grace, nor riſe in Glory. Ah, 
it is the Milk of theſe wicked, black 
Goats, that ſhall ſtand at the lift 

| C 5 Hand, 


34 THE HISTORY OF 
Hand at the Day of Judgment. By 
the ſkim Milk Sheeſe, is as much 
as to ſhay, the blue Preſbyterian in 
the North of Ireland. 


But the Perſon that we will com- 
mimorate this Day, is now of theſe 
three ſheveral Shorts of Sheeſes. Ah- 
rah no, he is the true Mullabane, 
which above them all is the beſt. 
Euara for why ? Urroo, becaſe he's 
make of Cruds, as you'll found him in 
the Tix — He's pour me out, ſays he, 
like Water, and he's cruttle me like 
Cheeſes. 


When St. Anthony, of Padua, was 
travelling with his Foots upon the 
Ships of the Sea, the little Fiſhes 


will * their Heads up out of the 
Water, 
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Water, to heard St. Anthony of Pa- 
dua preach, But the Heretics is 
worſe. than the Fiſhes, my Beloved, 
They will not liſten to the Voice of 
their Catholic Mother, when ſhe 
cries out, Whil al illo, and claps 
her Hands, to bring them Home 
again. Urroo, no, they will ſpit in 
her Face, like wicked Children as 
they are, and kick the poor old Ma- 


' tron out of Doors. But the Catholic 


Shurch, my Beloved, is like a com- 
mon Mile Bog, the more you'll ſhit 
upon her, the faſter ſhe'l] grow. 


Now the Proteſtants, that is to 
ſhay, the Heretics, whoſe Religion 
did begin with Luther and Calvin, 
they'll ſhay, that we ſhould not wor- 
ſhip Angels, nor their Shaints, aor 

C6 weer 
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their Shaint's Pectures. And to 
prove their Aſhirſhon, they'll brought 
you a Tix out of one Exodus, where 
he'll write, Love God alone — Dher* 
Dhey it is there ſure enough. But 
what will we ſay in Anſwer to that 
again? He's write in the holy Goſ- 
pel according to St. Tobit — Love me, 
ſays he, and love my Dog. As naff 
he did ſay, Love God, love his An- 
gels; love his Angels, love his Shaints; 
love- his Shaints, love his Shaints 
Pectures, as you'll found him in the 
Tix — He's pour me out like Water, ſays 


he, and he's cruttle me like Sheeſes. 


And now, having ſufficiently prov- 
ed what I was about, I cannot but 
commiſerate the Caſe of the poor 


Catholics, 
* By God. ; 
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Catholics. Juſt as we were going | 
to gain our own, and Prince Charles 
was bringing the Heretics all over to 
the holy Mother Shurch, the Duke 
of Cumberland augh bad Luck to 
his Breed; God confound his Body 
and Shoul, what Buſineſs had he 
to Scotland? though, by Jeſus, he's 
a brave Soldier too. But what fraids 
upon we? the Pope he'll pray for 
us, Prince Charles will relieve us, 
and his Grace the Duke of F Thrconnel 
he'll fight for us. 


Judas Mac Awee was a ſtout War- 
rior. So was Sheſar and Alexander 
the Grear, But, I vow to God, 
there was none of them all to be 
compare with his Grace the Duke of 


Tyrconnel, Ah eh yeyeh“, yonder 


he 
* Oh my God ! 
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he ſhits, God give you Grace there- 
on to look. 


How my Heart bounces againſt 
my Ribs with Joy, my dear little 
Cluſter of Catholics, to find us all 
here together. The beſt Part of 
you are the Plants of my own Rear- 
ing, in a backward Climate and a 
barren Soil, where the North-Eaſt 
Wind blows all the Year, blaſting 
the Catholic Bloſſoms. But the ho- 
ly Virgin, through Means of her 
pious Daughters, has raiſed up a 
Shelter here, at Saliſbury hot Beds. 
And where I Father Phelim O Come- 


, though unworthy with the Sweat 


of my Brow, and the Work of all 
that is manly in me, or without the 
toiling 
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toiling with Mind and Body Night 
and Day, to cultivate, refreſh, and 
multiply thoſe orthodox Trees, that 
will, one Time or other, I hope, 
help to wainſcot the New-Teruſa- 
lem. 


Thanks to your Aid, my beauti- 
ful Daughters, through which I can 
do much. You feel, with a cor- 
reſponding Pleaſure, the Labour and 
Succeſs of my frequent and fertile 
Endeavours. The Progreſs is pre- 
cious to you; and you meet my 
Miſſion with all the Energy and 
Warmth that my Heart could wiſh. 
You are my Fellow-Labourers in 
the Church's Vineyard, Your Wa- 
tering-Pots refreſh the Roots, and 


give Growth to the Branches, Your 
Eyes 
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Eyes are the Suns that ripen, and 
your Hands directeth the ſhooting out 
of theſe Catholic Saplins. My Zeal 
works with you, as did of old the 
Sons of God in the Daughters of 
Men, and ſhall bring forth Giants 
in the Faith, | 


Fake then, my ſweet Apoſtles, 
my Siſters in the Lord, * my Help- 
mates in the good Work; take then 
my bodily Thanks, and my ſpiritual 
Benediction. The whole Man is 
yours, and all his Faculties; every 
Inch of him your own; and you de- 
ſerve him all. Look round you, with 
Triumph, behold the Harveſt you have 
gathered, the Sheaves you have bound 
with the Ligaments of Love, to fill 
up the Church's Granary, and preſerve 

the. 
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the orthodox Seed for Generations 
to come, | 


Oh, you Angels in Petticoats, 
Words are too little to tell you how 
I love you. The largeſt Meaſure 
of my Deeds fall far ſhort of the Feel 
I fain would give you of my infinite 
Gratitude. 1 


But Breakfaſt now is ready. So 
wiſhing you all a good Appetite, and 
that you may get ſafe Home without 
the Heretics Notice, For, by my 
Shoul, this Whig Wind will ſoon 
brought a Shower. And now the 
Bill hook he's lay with the Arſe of 
the Oak; and where the Tree wilt 
fall, there he'll ſtand, And if 
Death will come, and ſhoot you 


through 
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through the Lever, your Gall will 
broke, and your gone for ever : 
Which that you may all be, Pater 
nefter, Ave Maria, &c, &c. 


When this elegant Harangue was 
over, Father Phelim introduces him to 
his Friends ; where the Chevalier was 
aſtoniſhed to meet with ſeveral Fa- 
ces he had ſeen but Yeſterday at 


Church. 


They are all invited to Break- 
faſt in the Prieſt's Refectory; where 
the Curate's new-converted Spouſe 
performed the Part of Miſtreſs of 
the Family, and behaved with par- 
ticular Civilities to the Dor. 


She 
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She was young and handſome. 
The Chevalier thought he ſhould 
reclaim her; and that very Inſtant 
formed a Plan to counterwork the 
Prieſt, He returned to Saliſbury 
and takes no Notice, 


CHAP. 
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CS WA ©. IV. 


The Reader of Taſte ſhall judge of 
the Cataſirophe. 


N D now the Chevalier, like 
Ceſar at Rubicon, feels a 
ſtrange Commotion within him. 
Affection, Reſentment, Glory, and 
Revenge are now at Loggerheads 
for Maſtery, Affection to the Church 
eſtabliſhed, in whoſe Cauſe he had 
ſuffered ſo much Reſentment, for 
the Rapine committed on her fa- 
cred Pale, by this falacious Wolf 
of Rome, and then the Glory of 
a 


. - a 
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a great Revenge had ſwallowed up 
his Mind. | 

* 


He ruminates and turns it over 
within. The Parſon's Wife too 
ſtimulates his Virtue; ſhe muſt be 
reſcued, The ſpiritual Knight-Er- 
rantry comes ſtrong upon him. The 
Curate's Conſort! no bearing that, 
ſo near related to the Church, and 
ſo attractive too — the Scandal that 
muſt follow! Her Huſband is in- 
deed but a puny Man; the Prieft 
a perfect Stallion, But he would 
meaſure Swords with him. He had 
fought a good Fight, made many 
Converts — ſhe ſhould not thus be 
loſt — the Miniſtry might reward 
him — but Virtue pays herſelf. 


Thus 
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Thus agitated in a patriot Storm, 
and walking penſive in his Cham- 
ber, he is invited by the ſame Gen- 
tleman, who aſked him on Sunday 
to Dinner, to paſs the Evening with 
him. 


Here he found an excellent Con- 
cert of Muſic, which that elegant 
Connoiſſeur gives once a Week to 
his Neighbours; as alſo ſeveral of 
Father Phelim's Congregation, toge- 
ther with the half-converted Curate, 
and his whole converted Wife. The 
Prieſt himſelf appeared like a Co- 
lonel of the Guards. 


They are finely regaled by all 


that Wit, Taſte, Learning and Hoſ- 
pitality 
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pitality can beſtow. For the Maſ- 
ter of the Feaſt is himſelf a Ban- 
quet, and has entertained the Public 
with his excellent literary Perfor- 
mances. 


They break up at twelve. The Doc- 
tor, the Prieſt, the Curate, and his Wife, 
repair to the Inn; where they all 
intended to lodge. The Chevalier 
prevailed with the Prieſt and the 
Curate, to taſte a Glaſs of fine 
Burgundy, which, he ſaid, was pre- 
ſented to him by a noble Lord in 
the Neighbourhood. They take a 
chearful Cup, and the Ladies, I 
mean, the Hoſteſs and the Curate's 
Wife partake their Portion, with 
Singleneſs of Heart, and then retire. 


The 
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The Chevalier, who ſees the 
Window of the Soul with the Eye 
of a Lynx, imagined, nay more, 
was very ſure that a Cartel was now 
ſettled between the Prieſt and the 
Curate's Conſort, for his Attention 
was turned that Way ; when preſent- 
ly the Prieſt withdraws, and ſoon 
after enters the Landlady like a 
clucking Hen, with a Mixture of 
Tenderneſs, Reſentment, and Con- 
cern. She looked, and moaned, and 
pecked, and fidged about, as if ſome- 
thing, that ſhe liked very much, was 


going wrong. The Doctor too be- 


came uneaſy; and, by a Kind of 
Infection, caught Hold of the ſame 
Symptoms. The Hoſteſs goes out. 


The Doctor quickly follows, and 
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as quickly returns. He ſeizes the 


Curate by the Hand, and leads him 


to another Chamber, where the 
treacherous Hoſteſs was ſtanding at 
the Door, and holding up her Hands 
and Eyes in great Agony. Now, 
Sir, ſays the Doctor, ſee what a 
ghoſtly Guide you follow, 


They enter, when lo! the Prieſt 
was in the very Fever of his Mil- 
ſion, lecturing to his Convert, the 
Curate's Wife, in all the Fervour 
of emphatic Zeal. The Stile and 
Manner had ſtruck the Curate to the 
Soul. He cries out, Villain! Trai- 
tor ! what do you in that Place ? 


To which the interrupted Caſuiſt, 
panting with Impatience, and per- 
Vor. II. D - haps 


zo THE HISTORY OF 

haps a little Fear, his Hands being 
buſy in reſtoring a few Proprieties : 
I fay, in this Confuſion, the. Prieſt, 
after fetching Breath a little, an- 
ſwered, What do I do in this Place? 
Why, my Jewel, fays he, we are 
thaught by our Philoſophy, that a 
Body muſt be always in ſome Place, 
The loco-motive Powers are very ar- 
bitrary ; and the Body, in this Caſe, 
is meerly paſſive, when the Point is 
ſpiritual, 


At this the Landlord enters. O 
damn your Doctrine, Sir, you have 
been preaching to my Wife too, 
your loco-roguiſh and your ſpiritual 
Points, you Spawn of Babylon; Il 
ſpoil your Market. Go fetch a Con- 


ſtable, | 
| At 
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At this the guilty Levite, flinging 
himſelf at the Chevalier's Feet, cries 
out for Mercy, puts him in Mind 
how frankly he diſcloſed himſelf to 
him, and begged of all Pity to let 
him eſcape with Life. As to the 
Landlord, he would flop bis Mouth 
with a Purſe. The Curate was aſha- 
med to proſecute; for the Prieſt 
had whiſpered ſomething in his Ear. 
In ſhort, Things were ſo ordered, 
that Father Phelemy and his Horſe 


were ſoon milling. 


This Affair made, in ſome Sort, 
a new Scene neceſſary. Oxford, 
that celebrated Seat of the Muſes, 
was the next Stage on which the 


Doctor performed a Part, He ſends 
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his Harbingers before him. His 
Bills are diſtributed. He promiſes 
-a public Lecture on the Thurſday 
following. And having the niceſt 
Regard to Propriety in all his public 
Proceedings, he was determined to 
dreſs for the Character he was to 
appear in before that learned Au- 
dience. He beſpeaks. a Suit of 
Black ; which being brought to 
him on the Monday, he thinks them 
not full-breaſted enough, ſo ſends 
them back to the Taylor, with Or- 
ders to make the. Breaſt more full 
and handiome. The Coat is brought 
the ſecond Time; but the Doctor 
complains of the Cut; ſays the Cloath 
1s not well matched. In ſhort, he 
hires a Landau and fix Horſes, ſets 
out for London, has another Coat 
My | | made 
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made there. Thus did he put him- 
ſelf to the Expence of two Coats 
and a half, a Landau and ſix Greys, 
and a Journey to London and back 
again, meerly to give a Lecture 
gratis, and that by Candle-Light 
too. 


He appears in his Sables at the 
Place and Time appointed. He talks 
of the Eye, that moſt aſtoniſhing 
Organ ; laid open and explained its 


curious Contexture and wonderful 


Form, which made the young Ox- 


onians ſtare: For the Doctor un- 
buttoned the Eye, as he called it, 


with as much Eaſe as his Waiſtcoat. 
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CHAP. V. 
Patience or Pleaſure. 


The Oration at. Oxford. 


HE Eye, fays the Chevalier 

Taylor, moſt illuſtrious Sons 
of the Muſes, moſt learned Oxonians, 
whoſe Fame I have heard celebrated 
in all' Parts of the Globe ; the Eye, 
that moſt amazing, that ſtupendous, 
that comprehending, that incompre- 
henſible, that miraculous Organ; the 
Eye is the Proteus of the Paſſions, 


the Herald of the Mind, the Inter- 
preter 
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preter of the Heart, and the Win- | 
dow of the Soul. The Eye has 
Dominion over all Things, The 
World was made for the' Eye, and 
the Eye for the World, 


My Subjea is Light, moſt il- 
luſtrious Sons of Literature, intel- 
lectual Light, Oh, my philoſophi- 
cal, metaphyſical, my claſſical, ma- 
thematical, mechanical, my theologi- 
cal, my critical Audience, my Sub- 
ject is the Eye, You are the Eye 
of England. 


England has two Eyes, Oxford 
and Cambridge. They are the two 
Eyes of England, the two intellec- 
tual Eyes, You are the right Eye 
of England, the eldeſt. Siſter in Sci- 
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ence, and the firſt Fountain of Learn- 
ing in all Europe. What filial Joy 
muſt exult in my Bofom, in my 
vaſt Circuit, as copious as that of 
the Sun himſelf, to ſhine in my 
Courſe, upon this my native Soil, 
and to give Light even at Oxford / 


| Let there be Light, that firſt Fiat 

of the Almighty, and there was Light. 
For whoſe Uſe, I pray? For the 
Uſe of Man, for the Uſe of the 
Eye. 'The Angels wanted it not; 
the Sun was kindled, the Stars were 
lighted 'up; the grey Dawn and the 
milky Way, the Conſtellations, the 
Morning Planets, and all the bright 
Chandeliers over Head, were all 
hung out, rank and file, to miniſter 
to this little Speck, this Peep-hole 
of 
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of the Mind, this Inlet of the Soul, 
this Surveyor of the Univerſe, this 
Lord of all Things, the Eye, 


The Eye is the Huſband of the 
Soul; through it ſhe conceives, be- 
comes pregnant, and brings forth 
Knowledge. 


Amazing how ſuch large Objects 
find a Paſſage through ſo ſmall an 


Aperture. Bodily Conceptions are 
generally the Works of Darkneſs, 


where the coarſe Senſe of Feeling alone 
is gratified; and on one Side, alas! 
how ſuddenly cloyed, 


The Eye: is indefatigable, The 
Eye is an angelic Faculty. The 


Eye, in this Reſpect, is a Female. 
D 5 The 
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The Eye is never tired of ſeeing; 
that is, of taking in, affimulating, 


and enjoying all Nature's Vigour. 


All Nature is but one great Act of 
Love, The material and immaterial 
World conceives and bring forth to- 
gether, The other Senſes are the Soul's 
Gallants, ſuch as Hearing, Feeling, 
Smelling, and fo forth; with which 


ſhe intrigues a Moment or too, and 


then returns to her lawful Huſband 
the Eye. 


The Children got between the 
Soul and the Eye, are legitimate 


Nature's genuine Iſſue; ſome of 


which can only with Herſelf expire; 
the Brats of the other ann die as 


ſoon as born, 
In 


Dr. JOHN FAYLOR 655 


In corporal Generation too, how 
powerful is the Eye! It 1s the Sig- 
nal of the Aﬀections; and with a 
ſingle Glance, can proclaim the Pul- 
ſations of the Heart. It is the Light- 
ning of Deſire, and the Loadſtone 
of the Soul; whoſe magic Effluviums 


inchant the Imagination, attract the 


Coalitions, irritate the Muſcles, 


ſtimulate the Nerves, and brace up 
the whole Apparatus of Propa- 


gation. 


The Eye is, in ſome Sort, the 


Purveyor, or, as others waggiſhly call 
it, the Pimp of the ſoft Paſſion, 
which provokes and brings Parties 
together to a certain Rencounter, and 
then is aſhamed to look on. 


D-6 The 
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The green Mantle of the Earth, 
the azure Night-Gown of the Sky 
ſtudded fo thick with Gold, the 
Trees, the Flowers, and the Gar- 
dens, the Gems, the Carbuncles, 
and even the Diamonds themſelves, 
| [here the Doctor made a fine Diſ- 
play of his Croſs and Ring] begot 
by Nature in the ſecret Womb of 
Earth, are all brought forth, by 
the Midwife Induſtry, are all po- 
liſhed to the pureſt Ray, to enter- 
tain, to regale the raviſhed Eye. 


All that is luminous, all that is 
graceful in Heaven and in Earth; 
nay, Beauty itſelf, that ſeraphic Cir- 
cle! that cluſtered Conſtellation of 


human Cherubs, the Ladies them- 
ſelves, 
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ſelves were created, or. rather copied 
from the Angels, to give the Eye 
Delight beyond Expreſſion. The 
Ladies were made for the Eye; for 
the Eye firſt, and then for the 
Soul, and then for ſomething more 
ſubſtantial. Body and Soul are both 


due to the Ladies, theſe Divinities 


on Earth, who return the Offer- 
ings they receive with tenfold In- 
tereſt, and overwhelm the Worſhip- 
per. 


We owe the Ladies to the Eye, 
thoſe Tranſcripts of the Angels, 
thoſe Specimens of future Bliſs, thoſe 
Fountains of Joy, thoſe Dainties of 


Deſire, thoſe Cordials of all human 


Care, who people the Earth with 


their 
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their Energy, and the Sky with 
- Inhabitants; theſe Patterns of Purity 
and Love, theſe Maſter- Pieces, theſe 
lucky Hits of Heaven, are the fineſt 
Regale for the Eye of Man, where 
it feaſts upon the Ruby of the Lip, 
the Vermillion of the Cheek, the 
Snow of the Forehead, and the Che- 
rub in the Eye; and yet even theſe 
are but the Signs, the Invitations held 
out of that extatic, that Soul abſorb- 
ing But Language is too weak. 


All that the azure Vault on high, 
the rich Mantle of the Earth below, 
the Gardens, the Groves, the beau- 
tiful Flowers, the Quarries of India 
can produce, all Nature's richeſt 
Cabinet of Treaſures, with ten thou- 
fand | ſuperior Attractives, ſhine forth 

confeſſed 
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confeſſed in them. They are the 
Abſtract, the Quinteſſence, the Mi- 
nature of all that is charming and 
good. You ſee it, you feel it; your 
Looks, your Breath, your Colour, 
your whole Perſons, elated, diſtend- 
ed, erected, expreſſed, nay proclaim 
their magic Empire, their inchant- 
ing Dominion over the Heart of 
Man, 


This is the greateſt Good the 
Eye can give us. Without the Eye 
what were all this amazing World 
of Charms? A meer Mouthful of 
Moon-ſhine, a Sheet of blank Pa- 
per, a Candle in the Deſert; for my 
Lady is no more than Joan in the 
Dark, 


What 
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What an Orator is the Eye! 
that Short-Hand, that Cypher of 
the Soul, 'whoſe ſingle Glance con- 
veys a Volume. 


The Tongue' is an upſtart, a te- 
dious Intruder, a limited Prate- roaſt; 
who ſpeaks the Language of a fingle 
Kingdom or County perhaps, and 
that but poorly too. Words are an 
artificial, tedious, contracted, ob- 
ſcure, and imperfectt Commerce, a 
Kind of Hocus Pocus, a jugling Com- 
pact, agreed upon by a few, 
and underſtood by fewer ſtill; a 
Meſſenger ſent a round- about Way 
to the Underſtanding, through a 
certain, dirty, winding Canal ; where 
a little Wax can ſtop its Career, or 

a paltry. 
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a paltry Fibre unbraced, deſtroy the 
whole Buſineſs. 


As far as the bungling Productions 
of human Hands are inferior to the 
exquiſite Works of Nature, fo far 
is the Faculty of the Eye above that 
of the Tongue. How many Ages 
old was the Creation before that Ba- 
bel, that Jargon of Sounds, called 
Language, was ſent among Men 
as a Curſe? 


The Eye is the Orator of Nature, 
and talks the Language of the Uni- 
verſe, of all beneath the Moon, of 
all above it: It talks the Language 
of Heaven too: It renders uſeleſs 
all Sounds, . except the tender Moan- 


ings of Lovers, thoſe turtle Cooings 


of 
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of Deſire, thoſe nameleſs Throb- 
bings of Fruition ; theſe, theſe are the 
genuine Dictates of the broken Rap- 
tures of the Soul, which ſhe ſcorns 
to ſhape into Words; nor can ſhe 
loſe Time in ſo baſe a Labour. 


The Eye is the quick Flaſh, the 
inſtant Lightning of the Piece. Lan- 


guage. is the Shot that loiters after 


with much Noiſe indeed, but ſeldom 
hits the Mark. 


O ye Sons and Daughters of M:- 
xervs, ye Children of Wiſdom, ye: 
Offspring of Oxford, how precious 
is the Eye! To it we owe the lit- 
erary Treaſures of the Eaſt, The 
ſacred Arcanum of the Hebrew Ark 
are all laid open to the Eye in the 
0 learned 


—— 


a lo. es oe a am. av Aa a wes in -. e® *: a 


Dr. JOHN TAYLOR 65 
learned Pages of Antiquity ;\ the cad- 
mean Character, the myſtic Type, 
the claſſic Stores of Greece, the - 
gyptian Hieroglyphics, the Roman 
Medal, and, what is worth them all, 
the encountering and the yielding: 
Glance, the' liquid Lightning and 
the trembling Orbs, the melting 
Cryſtal and the ſhooting Soul ; theſe, 
theſe the raviſhed Eye drinks up, 
inveſtigates and makes its own. The 
magic Pencil's mock Creation, the' 
lowing Canvaſs and the impaſſioned 
Tint, the Heroe and the Lover, 
Lebrun's young Ammon, Ceſar in the 
Senate- Houſe, and Maſter Francis 
Haymon's amorous Nun and Friar, 
that ſavoury Rencounter, that-' taſty 
Duel, that Manhood ſtirring, that 
luſcious, melting Preparation, How 

— _ 
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like a Fool the frigid Virtuoſo gapes 
at Diſtance on the Workmanſhip and 
Colours, till by Degrees his creep- 
ing Blood is quickned in its Courſe, 
he finds the Subject ſtimulate his 
faint Senſorium more and more; nor 
is his Head alone affected: He feels 
a ſhort Relapſe of Vouth alarm his 
lazy Maſs, with ſomething of a ſolid 
Symptom; the Picture and his Paſ- 
ſion ſtill grow warmer; his Specta- 
cles fall off; he preſſes nearer to 
the kindling Canvaſs - with dazled 
eager Eyes; he mutters as he moves, 
and huzzles up his Drapery. The 
youthful Parſon goes away from 
hence with Loſs; his Virtue is im- 
paired, The Alderman himſelf 
looks filly. Chartres, no doubt, 
would wiſh to come from the Grave 


again 
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again, put on ' ſome Churchman's 
newly-buried Coarſe, and beg of Mr. 
Richard Eagle to pimp him to the 
Picture. What are the Memoirs 
of a Nymph of Pleaſure, when com- 
pared to this? You ſee it all, you 
feel it all. The Frenchman and 
the Ruffian, the Highlander. and 
Turk, the Dutchman and Hybernian, 
all Nations are equally inſpired at 
this School of Virtue and Vigour. 
We owe Frank Haymon to the Eye, 
and to the Eye we owe his Picture, 
Thither, that is, to the Eye, do all 
Deſires ruſh, as to their native Ban- 
ner. Tis there, in the Eye, that 
the Soul is viſible. Affection, Has» 
tred, Fear, and Anger, are much 
more ancient than the Hebrew 
Tongue, and Paſſion gets. the. Start 

| of 
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of Language; the Sentiment but 
echo's back the Look. | 


You all have ſeen a Garrick! 
ſeen him act; you've ſeen his Air, 
his Look, his Eye, his Frown, his 
Brows; you've marked, you've felt 
the ſtriking Nitch or two between. 
There Terror takes his powerful 
Stand in filent Gaze, with tender 
Pity weeping at his Side. There 
every Line is eloquent as Death. 
What is then a Tully's Tongue com- 
pared to them? or what Demoft- 
lenes? or he, much mightier than 
them both, mightier far than Greece 
dan Rome together ; he, the Saviour 
of his Country, that Thunder-Clap 
of Eloquence, that Friend to Vir- 
tue, Britain's Patriot-Orator ; whoſe 

4 Words, 
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Words, though dreaded, are his 
leaſt of Terror; his Country kin - 
dles in his awful Face, and flaſhes 
from his Britiſb Eyes; his dauntleſo 
Brow makes Europe tremble; in every 
Feature England's Intereſt is ex- 
preſſed, and Englands Power; his 
very Look bas killed Corruption; his 


Frown has vanquiſhed France. 


We owe theſe energetic Virtues to 
the Eye. We ſee, we feel, we bleſs 
his matchleſs Powers. Paſterity 
ſhall, Ages hence, with grateful 
Hearts wipe their venerable Tears 
away; the hoary Sire ſhall flow aſ- 
cend, with trembling Knees; the 
Baſis of his ſacred Pillar ſhall ardent 
gaze upon the Gad-like Form; the 
powerful Patriot, in the expreſſive 
Stone, 
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Stone, animated ſtill with England's 
Glory, ſhall ſurvey his + Attributes 
with beating Heart, embrace - the 
counterfeit Preſerver, and read: the 
immortal Epitaph. Poſterity ſhall 
thank the Eye for this. | 


How precious is the Eye! Of 
what Importance is its Office? How 
deſerving is the Art that keeps its 
Springs in Order, and preſerves the 
Interchange of Office betwixt the 
Works of Nature and the Soul? 
Mind and Matter are kept in con- 
ſtant Traffic by the Eye. 


The three mortal Foes to Sight 
(my learned Sons of Wiſdom) are 
the Glaucoma, the Cataract, and the 


Gutta Serena; with theſe I wage eter- 
nal 
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nal War. Theſe Auxiliaries of an- 
cient Night, that would reſtore her 
gloomy Reign, and bring hack Cha- 
os to the World once more. 


My Art, O ye Sons of | Oxford 
my Art is the Ally of Heaven itſelf, 
and aids even the Almighty, . obey- 
ing \ ſtill, and till performing the 
omnipotent Beheſt, Let there, be 
Lig bt. TEES 


counter work the Powers of 
Darkneſs. I chace away the Clouds 
that blot the intellectual Hemiſphere. 
I. reſtore the Stars of Beauty. I let 
out the Sun of Science. I enlarge 
the impriſoned: Soul. I. have trim- 
med the Lamp of Truth with fer- 
vent Zeal, rough all my Travels. 
Vol. II. E I have 
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1 have propagated Truth divine. I. 
hive cleared up the Eye of fnfidel, 
of Fews, of Pagans, Turks, and Pa- 
fiſts, I have brought over Nam 
bers by Dint of downright Reaſon- 
ing, and repeated Toil, to the pure 
and refortned Pale of my indulgent 
Mother, the Church of England. 
J have made Proſelytes at the Peril 
of my Life, and gloried in the 
Danger. 


la this my favourite Operation, 
my Art, my Iaſtruments are mighty; 
the Senſes and the Judgment are the 
Points I work upon ; there I lay 
out all my Force, appealing to the 
Convert's own Conviction. My La- 
baur has not been in" vain; -f hive 
brought forth Fruit. F have ref- 
IA» Ks v 4 caued 
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cued ſome beautiful Recruits from 
the very Boſoms of rampatt, rich, 
old Cardinals, and popiſh 'Archbiſh- 
ops; from under the Eyes of watch- 
ful Jews, and dreadful Turk 
Baſhaws. Rome herfelf has felt my 
forward Zeal, and all the Nunneries 
have trembled. I feek no Reward, 
my Conſcience beareth Wimeſs. 


As to my other Province of giv- 
ing Light, there I Have been well re- 
warded. The Regiſters of Fame 

are ful! of my Report. The Coutts 

of Europe, and of Au, have emp- 
tied out their Coffers on my Merit. 
Their Wealth, their Favours, and 
their Marks of Honour, have been 
ſhowered down on me. I bear 
_ me the bright Tn/{2nig, the 
E 2 . ſhining 
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ſhining . Teſtimony, and the ſacred 
Marks of Honour, of - Title - and 
Eſteem, - Diſtintion without Prece- 
Gents and Wealth WN Example, | 


The Chevalier. Taylor 155 8 
Sy the Sun. His Fame has tra- 


velled faſter. What Continent, what 


Illand, what City, Town, or what, 
Village, hath not heard and ſeen him ? 
The Priſons, and the Inquiſitons 
too, have had him; for Life, alas! 
is checquered. Envy and Malice 
has purſued. him. Envy, that Mon- 
ſter, that mortal Foe to Merit, met 
him at each Turning. The ranco- 
rous Faculty, whetted till their 
Tuſks at my Succeſs, in Europe, 
and in Aa. This deviliſh Peſt will 
prey upon Deſerts, in the utmoſt 

Limits 
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Limits of Siberia, with Tooth as 
terrible as at Paris, or at London: 
For my Merit have I ſuffered much, 
but for my Principle much more. 
My Zeal has led me into Laby- 
rinths of Sorrow, where Fortune 


long has hid the Clue. 


In Holland was I three Times pump- 
ed for my Life. Three Days and three 
Nights was I buried in the Depths 
of Darkneſs and of Horror in the 
ſame; Place, by an _ unrelenting, 
cruel '' Jew; for 1 had gained over 
his favourite Daughter, 


Near to Paris, was I dragged thro'a 
filthy Horſe-pond, by ſavage Ruffians, 
for the ſame reforming Spirit; with 

125 Em 
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many Stripes and ** then 
and there endured, 'n | 


| e een Brea 
worried by a furious Maſtiff, whilſt 1 
waited for a charming Convert, that, in 
a Baſket from a Window, came fli- 


_ down the Wall. 


' 
- 14 14 


508 ines: was 1 Eluens in 
my Journeys, by wicked Church- 
men, and their bloody Bravoes; three 
Times three Wounds excepting 
one, from theſe Villains have 
received, with fad. and + fore | Ima 


privontnent... 


In Portugal; O horrid Thought ſ the 
infernal Inquiſſtion, for F had made a 


Brace of Proſelytes, a Biſhop's Miftreſs 
and 
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and a Leech's Wife: There the fear- 
ful Inquiſition opened wide its Jaws, 
and I was almoſt. ſwallowed up; 
but a noble Britiſo Hand, with 
powerful Virtue, ſet me free: I loſt 
my Canverts, but I ſaved wy Life. 


In Dublin was 1 baſtinadoed by a 
Spit, which had thereon, at the 
very Time, à roaſted Leg of Mut- 
ton; end that by a bitter Pap 
Landiady, Ah fad. Rembrange ! the 
Copgregation all beheld it, and J 
can ſnew my Face no more. 


At Mancheſter I ſuffered Martyrdom, 
when Jenny Cammeron was my Point; 
but Puniſhment, alas | my bitter 
Lot. O Peter Alelard, the Image 
of thy Fate ſtares dreadful on my. 

E 4 Memory 
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Memory. The mimic Proceſs was 
then as painful as the true one, and 
the Villain- Richard Eagle laughs me 
ſtill to ſcorn, What multiplied Fa- 
tigues that fatal Accident hath coft 
me, in Order to retrieve my Cha- 
rater? What Certificates have I 


not worked for, both in France and 


England, at the riſk of Health, and 
with ſevereſt Toil; nay, ſometimes 
with the | greateſt Peril. What a 
Loſs, a real Loſs, did the Church 
alas! ſuſtain in my fictitious De- 
pravation? That was, no doubt, 
their View, in that atrocious Deed; 
but why they ſtopped ſhort, Provi- 
dence, and the Guardian-Angel of 
the true reformed Faith can only tell, 
who held, no doubt, their horrid 
Hands in that tremendous - Moment. 
FO | 2 Twas 
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'T was' then the Friend of Truth had 
liked to bleed; but Nuns and Mo- 
ther Abeſſes have fince borne Wit- 
neſs to my miraculous Eſcape. The 
Enemy themſelves muſt bear me Wit- 
neſs, | that my Faculties of . ſtrong 
Perſuaſion, and my. caſuiſtic Talents 
are all entire. My Zeal. is whetted 
by the Rubs I have met with, and 
a keen Reſentment ſhall edge my 
ſtrong Integrity. I ſhall on with 
double Vigour, nor ſhall be long a 
Burthen to my Profelytes. I ſhall 
haſten to Conviction. They muſt 
awhile ſuſtain the Weight of my 
pathetic,” and my feeling Topics, 
That Proceſs muſt be carried on. 
The Convert, like the Patient, muſt 
endure awhile the Needle. The O- 

| "YN peration 
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peration muſt be Sand mig it _ 
OOO." P7179 ro til 
1 
"The poet in this rg non of my 
Province, who impede my Progreſs 
moſt, are obſtinate old Age, ' blinds 
ed Bigotry, ſpiritual | Pride, and a 
frigid. Conſtitution. But, as I ſaid 
before, my Apparatus here, and my 
Medicines are * my [8ucteſs 
1s nn ; 2011 


VI y other Adtaſjooitts, that- black 
Triumvirate fo often mentioned, who 
form themſelves againſt me; in my 
Dominion of the outward Orb, I 
mean, the Catara, Glam, and 
the Gutta ſcrena. Theſe ) PVhate ent 
countered, 4% Can did the three 
Nations 
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Nations of the Gau/s, with Danger 
and with Hardſhip: often, when Na- 
ture and the Foe had joined againſt. 
me; yet ſtill, like him, I proved 
invigcible ; like bim I. conquered 
all; not without Loſs in . theſe 
ſevere Rencounters. Some few, in- 
deed, were blinded, like the Grains 
that ! periſh in the Earth, to bring 
forth in proper Time a mighty 
mm „ NW. 10 has? : Une 


All Climates of the World. baye 
reaped the Benefit. The Extremi- 
ties of Nature, the torrid and thę 
frigid Zones have been fertile to 
my Wich. And where the Sun 
himſelf had doſt his Influenge, Ithe 
Cbeyalier Toylar "was n * 
laſtr ius. bs , 

E 6 , "il 
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It is with virtuous Pride, my 
learned Countrymen, that I. recount 
the Wonders of my Art, to you 
my Brother ae and Fellow- 
| Citizens, | 


"4 ir ht not boaſting. Were I fi- 
lent, the Hills of Sweden, the Tow- 
ers of Af, the 'Snows of Greenland, 
and the Sands of Afric, would all cry 
out with one united Voice and Lan- 


pifage.. 


»110157 c N 
Bat 57 RetroſpeR, I own, is 
more than human Meekneſs can ſuſ- 
tain, © It overſets Philoſophy ; or 
had Sbcrates'' himfelf Ballaſt for fo 
ſtrong a Gale. What are the Con- 
e of a Earth, who laid the 

4 a Nations 
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75 
Nations waſte, and | canceled the 
Creator's Image in the human Spe- 


* . 
. 9 


cies, when ef me? + 2 
146}  2541:1140 

Theſe Plagues, theſe Earthquakes, 
| theſe Fantines of the World; whoſe 
mad Ambition- led- them to deſtroy: 
Let there be Deſolation, Dearth and 
Darkneſs, was their deſtructive "on 
the Tyrants were N 


Let there be Light and Joy, and Truth, 
and Freedom, is my boaſted Motto, and 
lo! my Friend, _ Wn, _ 
low me. 70 


A Torrent from the Mountains, 
roaring down the Rocks, and ruſh- 
ing through the Vales that fweeps 
off Houſes, Men, and Animals, be- 
fore 
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fare it. into one .compleat Deſtrup+ 
tion. | Some Capital in Flames a 
Midnight. . whoſe. menſiraps fiery 
Volumes ſeem to lick the Stars. 
When Temples, Theatres and Pa- 
laces + When all che Teil gad Pomp 
of Ages, are, in a Mosten, e 


in doching. mois 2d awd 
3 324157 11912. 28 . 4 
1 beſe, SE ard e magnificent Mif- 


chiefs, dreadful Beauties to the aſto- 
niſhed Eye. Such, ſucb, my learp- 
ed... Friends; ſuch are mighiy Con- 
querors among the human Riad; a 
bountiful, prolific Spring that iſſues 
ſilent from its native Rock, to refreſh 
the fainting Traveller, asd fruftity 
the neighbouring Glehe; hoſe gen · 
* nn are tens River in its 

M Oourſe, 
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| An hoſpitable, \ohchndal! Hank; 
a kind directing Candle, a Beacon on 
a Hill, or the Sun himſelf, that 
Parent of all indulgent Births. Such, 
my learned Offspring of the Mu- 
ſes, ſuch is Chevalier Taylor, when 
compared with Conquerors. 


I ſhould now proceed to lay be- 
fore you the different Combinations, 
Force, and Alliance, of theſe three 
Antagonifts to my amazing Pow- 
ers of giving Light. I mean, the 
Cataract, Glaucoma, and Gutta ferena ; 
as alſo my invincible Method of 
Cure, But that, my moſt patient 
and , maſt enlightened Audience, I 
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ſhall / reſerve for à future Oppot- 
tunity, when the learned Faculty 
at Oxford ſhall be fully ſatisfied, and 
the - Profound of every Claſs :; ſhall 
ſubſcribe their | willing Aſſent to the 
unparalleled ' Merit, and unwearied 
Virtue of the illuſtrious Chevalier 
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| e VI. 


Wn u 0 the . Pat. 


T Oxford he went on with 

his wonted Succeſs.” But not 
content with a moderate Share of 
Fame and Profit, he unluckily had 
Recourſe to a certain ſmall Con- 
trivance, called Cunning, Stratagem, 
Expedient, Chicane, or what you 
will, But through an irkſomè 
Fatality, which often ſticks to that 
refined Way of thinking, his Pro- 
ject of increaſing his Wealth and 
CO had the contrary Effect 
with 


* 
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with a Witneſs, and made. him little 


indeed. 


He had got acquainted with the 
Maſter of a certain Inn near Canter- 
Bury; h being a fly, credulous 
Fellow, and dazled by the Doctor's 
ſhining Outſide; though at that 
Time the Chevabier's Finances were 
2 good deal diſotdered, and he had 
lived a Whale Month, himſelf add 
Retinue, at the Inn, Om Ne 
2 what ate pag. O C2 


unt. 11 * EL its — "TH 17 


* * Interval : of empty. Pocket, | 


he: put on all the Appearance of 
Wealth and Conſequence that is na- 
tural to a Man of Quality and For- 
. ile /7 ad ails. 10 
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10 ſhort, r 
with. his believing Landlord, that the 
Fellow was perſuaded to ſell off all 
and follow) dim in the © Character 
of his travelling Apothecary; which 
indeed he did. The Doctor mean 
= while took bim in as his Partner 

in the Caſh which his, (the Land- 

lords] Effects had produced. And 
who ſo great as the . and h 


p ai end ned ane" 


a 4 
: by 4 
= * WH 


- He ade 3 with the: Dor; 

in his Coach and Six; - whilſt: the 
Landlord always paid the Reckony 
ings, who thought bimfelf highly 
honoured by the greateſt Man in the 
World; for ſo the Chevalier ſeemed 
in his Eye, But, Caſh running low, 
the 
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the Landlord was forced at laſt to 
alight from the Coach, and trudge 
it, like another Apoſtle, on Foot, 
whilſt his Houſekeeper Rachel, for 
he had no Wife, filled up his Place 
in the Doctor's Carriage by Day; 
and, it is ſaid, that ſhe returned him 
the like Civilities at Night. 


Our Landlord now, like a ſtroling 
Comedian, was obliged: to at more 
Parts than one, in the Doctor's 
Drama. The Character of a blind 
Man was ſometimes upon him: A 
Character which he performed fo 
well near Canterbury, with both his 
Eyes open, as the DoQtor merrily 
uſed to tell him. n 


In 


dn Ger gere. TAYLOR. 93 


10 this Part be urs at Oxford; 
with every Requiſite to impoſe. He was 
letured by his Maſter, and often re- 
hearſed to Admiration. Nay he per- 
formed in Public at Bury- St. Ed- 
monds, and at Tunbridge, with great 
Security to himſelf and ich 
from the Doctor. 2 


But Oxford, it ſeems, was a lit- 
tie too ſharp ſighted for his Juggle. 
He pretended to follow the Che- 
vaher to that City as a Perſon of 
ſome Conſequence. 


He came attended by two Ser- 
vants; and another Gentleman, his 
Friend, giving out that he traveled 

from 
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from Berwick-upon-Tweed, for the 
Benefit of the Doctor's Aſſiſtance. | 


He ſets up at the ſame Inn with 
the Chevalier, who examined his 
Caſe with much Parade, and pto- 
miſed him, he ſhould ſee in 4 
ſhort while, as well as any Man at 
Oxford. 


The Gentleman ſeems highly plea- 
ſed, and promiſed to reward him 
e | 


A Day and Hour are appointed 
for the Operation. The Faculty 
are invited to be preſent; and much 
ado is made about it. But the ſame 
ſquint· eyed Deſtiny that had fo of- 


ten 
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ten elbowed the Doctor Gut of his 
2 Chair, was now once mote at 
Hand, and played him à frouble- 
ſome Prank indeed, as * Reader 
ſhall ſoon diſcover. | 


It happened that an Oxfdrd Scho- 


lar had an Intrigue with the Man's 
Daughter at the lan, where the 


Chevalier and his Patient had put 
up; who coming a little too ſoon to 
wait upon his Miſtreſs, was ſhut 
into a Cloſet, till Opportunity, in 
the Shape of à Hand and Key, thould 


let him out again. This Cloſet was 
divided by a flight Partition from 
the Room in whieh the Doctor and 
his -pretended Patient had ſupped 


together; where the Chevalier lec- 


tured upon him with great ExaQ-: 


neſs, 
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neſs, and gave him; ſome; freſh Hints 
and uſeful Inſtructions for his Con- 
duct on the Morrow, which was 
to be the Day for the cen 
Operation. | | 


Now it 3 mat the im- 
priſoned Gallant in the Cloſet, not 


only heard, but alſo ſaw every thing 


that was done and ſaid by the in- 


genious Actors in the next Room, 
and took his Meaſures W 


It . 8 * * Patient 


inform the Doctor, that he was ap- 
prehenſive of an Arreſt the next Day 


for a Debt due to a certain Maltſter 
in his former Neighbourhood, near 


Canterbury ; ;\ 4) ſurly Son of a Whore 


that. would give no Quarter. Nay, 
| ſays 
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fays he, I had Notice of it, and 
Maſter Tack has been talking to the 
Catchpole at the Angel-Inn, He is 
a thin, tall, black Fellow, in a red 
Rug Surtout, and ſhort Cut Wig. 
He has a long, crooked Noſe, and 
a Patch upon one Eye. If he ſhould 

find me out, we are all undone. 


Pſhaw, pſhaw, ſays the Doctor, 
hang his crooked Noſe and ſcarlet 
Rug. Il awe the Raſcal with my 
Diamonds. My Croſs ſhall put him 
out of Countenance. I'll dazzle 
him to Diſtraction, and frown the 
Vagrant into Bedlam. 


The Scholar noted all, and, tis 


conjectured, let Miſs Cherry into the 
Vo“. II. F.  . whole 
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whole Secret, in return for ſome 
Things ſhe had diſcloſed to him, 


. 


The Reader, in the following Cbap- 
ter, may meet with ſomething that 
will make him laugh and ſtare at 
the ſame Time. | 


HE Morning, and the Hour 
appointed, which was eleven 
of the Clock, are both arrived. 


The largeſt Room in the Houle, 
is, by this Time, crouded with the 
beſt Company in Oxford, None 

I being 
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being admitted without a Ticket. 


The Tickets were prudently diſpoſed 
of. Dr. Frewin and the Faculty were 
not forgot. The Ladies to be 1 


were there. 


When all was ſettled, the Doc- 
tor leads in his Patient with great 
Ceremony and Addreſs. 'He places 
him in an Elbow-Chair facing the 


Door. And then he opens the Pro- 


ceſs in a very learned Harangue up- 
on the Nature of his Diſorder. | 


For, ſays he, this Gentleman has 
been blind from a Child of two 


Years old. 


'Twas neither the Small- 


Pox, or Meaſles, or any other ac- 
cidental Cauſe, that occaſioned this 


Misfortune . 


No, 


F 2 


learned Gentle- 
men, 
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men, it was a ſpontaneous Slip of 
Nature herſelf, in her ere to- 
n e 


a no doubt, is a very ſkil- 
ful Lady in the Means. But, Sirs, 
ſhe now and then commits a few 
Blunders by-the-by. Nature has 
many Miſtakes in her Productions 
to acrount for. Nature alone muſt 
anſwer for theſe Bungles. Nor do 
I ſuppeſe that her Betters overhead 
had any the leaſt Hand in them, 


This is an early Inſtance of het 
Backſlidings. She journeyed here 
in the Morning Twilight, and ſtum- 
bled near the Threſhold, I was in- 
tended, no doubt, to correct her 
| Mii- 
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Miſtreadings, and finiſh, up. her im- 
perfect Efſays. a nn 

This, Ladies and Gentlemen, is 
a Caſe that was predeſtined to do 
me Honour. This Caſe has baffled 
the Learned of all Europe. ' 


The Gentleman has travelled in 
Search of Relief, He has purſued; 
me from Pole to Pole, as I have 
done the Sun, without being able 
to overtake me any where but at 


Oxford. 


Oxford. is the happy Theatre, La- 
dies and Gentlemen, on, which this, 
important Scene ſhall be performed. 
This is the Meridian, of my Glo- 
ry. Here I ſhall demanſtrate my. 
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amazing Skill, to be ſuperior to alf 
the Artiſts in the World. 


AnJ to you, Gentlemen, the 
brighteſt Luminaries on Earth, this 
Truth ſhall ſoon be manifeſt. The 
Ladies themſelves ſhall bear me Wit- 
neſs. They'll rejoice to ſee the Eye 
reſtored, that Soul of all their Charms. 
Blind from a Boy, Gentlemen and 
Ladies: Baffled all Europe for Years 
together. | | 


Now, now, my better Genius, 
now is the critical Moment. Ladies, look 
ſharp. This, this is the Touchſtone of 


Chevalier Taylor's Glory. 


Now or never, you Gentlemen of 
the Faculty, put Prejudice out of 


Doors ; 
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Doors; let Truth and Candour only 
enter here. Now begins the im- 
portant Act, now Truth and Light 
ſhall ſoon appear. 


Sir, not a Word upon theſe Occa- 
ſions; ſteady, Sir, not ſo much as 
wink; not a Word for all the World; 
ſteady, Sir, ſteady; keep that Poſ- 


ture fixed; tis but a Moment. F- 


at Lux, let there be Light ; now or 


never, ſteady, Sir. When lo! the 


Spectre in the ſcarlet Rug and ſhort 


Wig, with the crooked Noſe, came 


ſtalking into the Room; and in its 
Hand there waved a Scrowl of Parch- 
ment. | 


F 4 The 


5 
1 
ji 
3s 
A 
1% 
1 


. 

« * — - » WEN * RX 

* 1 1 . - —_ = 

2 + „ * = * * 
1 594444 


4 
} 
| 
j 
' i 
2 
} 
= 
LM 
1 
| 
| | 
AK 
YE 
| _ 
: » 
T% 
297 
: 
[ 
[ 1 on 
45 
1 
| 
b, 
N > 
| * 
178 
15 
li 
A 
1 
1 
.* - 
8. 
7 4 
1 rol 
"= 
— T4 


2-3 


* * * . * . 
r 1 
F = 
—- 


: 
| 
| 
i 


i 
: 


104 THE HISTORY OF 


The Patient ſtarts and ſtares, and 
cries out, Blood and Murder ! The 
Bailiff, Sir, the Bailiff! I ſee the 
Patch, the Noſe, and all. 


The Doctor is a perfect Statue 
at this Blow, meer Marble to the 
very Back, fixed as Ice. The Au- 
dience are bewitched, amazed. The 


Bailiff clears up all. 


The Plot is now unraveled. The 
Doctor and the Patient both are blaſt- 
ed. They ruſhed down the Stairs 
together; they mount without their 
Boots; they gallop off like Furies. 


Oxford is quickly left behind. The 


Audience at the Inn are baſking in 
the Joke ; they faint with Laughter. 
Never 
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Never had ſolemn Play ſo ſhort 
a Farce; but the Impreſſion laſted: 
longer than the, Scene, by Fancy 
acted every Moment, Reflection ſtill 
kept up the Jeſt. The Scholar 
throws his Maſk aſide; for he had 
put on the Bailiff meerly to oblige the 
Company. He tells the whole Con- 
trivance with redoubled Fun, and, 
ſends them home all laughing. 


The Doctor and his Patient are 
got as far as Moodſtock. It was there 
they firſt drew Bridle. Never did 


Sancho and his Maſter make ſo ſcald 
a Figure. They leaned in ſilent 


Dumps awhile, and ſtared at one another, 
like the Figures, at DMoorfields, of 
Rage and Grief. t 
© But 
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But the Doctor could no longer 
hold. He eyed his Croſs, and that, 
alas! was covered over with Dirt, 
diſgraced, undone. Oh curſe you, 
Nicholas Cottier. Yes, you are now 
revenged for Houſe and Stables, It 
was a curſed Revenge. What Cor- 
ner of the Globe can give me Shel- 
ter? The World will ſhut me out. 
Oh, blaſt you, Nicholas Cottier, the 
- Maltſter and the Bailiff too. — 


Oh worſe than all I've yet endu- 
red, than Horſe-ponds, Pumpings, 
Fumigations, Inquiſitions, all all are 
- Honey-combs to this. This Gall is 
bitter at my Heart, Perdition on 
thee, Nicholas Cottier, a Cheat, a 


Raſcal, an Impoſtor, all Oxford 
[- knows 
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knows it. Should Harlequin ſteal 
Crutches, ſhould Sampſon Gideon 
pick a Pocket, ſhould Garrick pilfer 
Roſcius, ſhould Pit purloin from Tul- 
ly, ſhould Taylor ? where, where 
were then thy Spots, oh Sun? Thine 
Eye ſhould then be patched; or 
thou ſhouldſt play at Hide and Seek, 
Moon, Confuſion to you, Ni- 
cholas Cottier, what Horſe-pond now, 
what Pump ſhall waſh me clean? 
Not all the Baltic, and the Ocean- 


joined, 


Where my Art and Eloquence had 
dazled, to turn a Raſcal, Smugler, 
caught in the Fact, and caught at 
Oxford too. Oh, burn your Houſe and 
Stables, my Diamonds now are dim- 
med, The Sun diſowns his Brother. 

F 6 The 
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The Faculty, the ſpiteful Faculty will 
build an Arch with Taylor on theTop on 
it, like a Madman gnaſhing on the Roof. 
Quack and Liar are now my black 

Additions, Thief and Raſcal. Not 
a Word of Comfort, Nicholas Cottier. 


Why, zounds Sir, have liſten- 
ed all this while. The Waiter thinks 
you are crazy, You've met with 
Rubs as bad as this before I faw 
you, Where's the Uſe of Raving 
and Stamping, like a mad Actor. 
Here, Boy, what's in the Houſe 
for Dinner? Damn it, Sir, don't 
give all for loſt, I muſt confeſs, 
] was ſarprized ; I ſmelt the Bailiff 
as he entered; my Eye was opened 
by my Noſe. I'd rather face a Bat- 
tery of ten thouſand Devils than one 

Bailiff. 
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Bailiff. Oh they have haunted me 
for Years, What Courſe do we 
ſteer next? This Harbour was a 
-ough: one, | | 


To Norwich, fays the Doctor. 
Oh, I am like the hunted Hare, 
after all my Turns and Windings. 
Misfortunes drive me to my Form 
at laſt, I there ſhall find a Cover. 
But ſtep and haſten Dinner. Oh, 
curſe his Houſe-keeper, twas ſhe 
brought all upon me, I ſhould not 
elſe. But here the Fellow comes, — 


Your Philoſophy, as they call it, 
is of no Uſe to you, Sir, quoth 
Nicholas Cottter ; nay more, your 
long Experience, The Widow hall 

cure 
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cure all again; ſhe lives not far 
from Norwich. 


Aye, Nicholas, ſay you ſo, quoth 
the Doctor, not far from Norwich ! 
We muſt both get into Mourning, 
My Wife, you know, is dead at 
Paris. Tack, my darling Son Jack, 
he muſt put on a Frock and 
Weepers. | 


All's one for that, quoth Nzcho- 
las, Jack will ſoon be here. Come, 
Sir, a Bumper to the Widow ; oh, 
ſhe'll do the Work. Fifteen hun- 
dred Pounds per Annum, What's 
the Yelch one compared to this ? 
She'll lick us whole again; ſhe'll 
0 up your Croſs. Let the Fa- 


culty 
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culty go whiſtle. I ſay again, 
The Widow's Health. 


Oh, Horſes at the Door. Aye, 
'tis Jack arrived from Oxford; 
right enough. Here's every thing 
we wiſhed for. Oh aye, the Land- 
lord's Couſin; what's here, the 
Bill? A very Trifle. *Tis a lucky 
Eſcape, by Jove. What have we 
now to do? Oh, you've dined, 
have you, Jack? Come, there's 
the Money, Friend. Doctor, I ſee 
ſome Oxford Scholars, we had beſt 
be ſtirring, They look a little 
comical, Here, Boy, a Bill. I 
don't admire their Faces. b 


Nor I, Friend Nicholas. Death 
before a Fumigation. There's ſome- 
thing 
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thing in the Wind. Their Looks 


are terrible. My Meaſure is not yet 
full, what ſtill muſt follow? Af- 
fliction is my Lot on Earth; but 
Nicholas, I am prepared. How like 
a Swarm of Bees they thicken in 
my Eye. Nicholas, we had beſt 
be ſtirring. A Fumigation or a 
Blanket. Snatch me from a Sight 
like this. The whole Hive is here, 
Drones and all; I ſhall be ſtifled, 
ſtung to Death. Zounds, Man, 
call our Horſes; get a Landau; 
any thing to bear me off. Tack, 
you Raſcal, Nicholas, you'll be pep- 
pered too; call the Hoſtler. Aye, 
they're coming in, they're all upon 


us. My Horſes, Jack, I ſay. Oh, 


they re gone up Stairs, This pre- 
cious Moment muſt preſerve me. 
| Daman 


== 
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Damn you, Nicholas, where's. the 
Horles ? | 


Here, Sir, at the back Gate. 


There's a thouſand black Coats in 
the Houſe. Mount, mount, for 
Heaven's Sake ; now whip and ſpur, 
Jack and 'I ſhall follow. And fol- 
low ſoon they did, and galloped on 
towards Norwich, | 


The Doctor ſtill imagined all Ox- 


in Sight 'of Norwich, ' he felt his 
Mind recoil upon him. He ſurveys 
himſelf and. then his Train, and 
then he calls to Mind the Figure 
which he made in his laſt Viſit ta 
that City. He ſuffers in the Com- 


what 
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ford at his Heels. When he came 


pariſon, It was the Reverſe of 
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what the Patriarch Jacob felt in 
his Return to Padan-aran, attended 
by a Multitude. 


This curſed Aſſociation, this Like- 
neſs of Ideas, ſo Locke, I think, 
calls it; would I could forget it. 
No foreign Miniſter made a bright- 
er Entry into Paris, than I at 
yonder Gates; three Hundred in 
my Train. My Equipage, the Coach- 
man indeed was a little tattered, 
but for the reſt, no Duke in Chri- 
Hendom. And then my - Wardrobe, 
Fack, for you remember it. What 
Wardrobe? I have no Wardrobe 
now, My Mother's little Shop. 


O Heart-breaking Thought! WM } 


how like a Thief I look? And, / 
Nicholas, 
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Nicholas, you and Jack, make but 
a ſorry Figure. Oh, muſt I then 
remember it? What a Falling-off 
is here! IT will not enter in by 
Day-light, that's poſs. The Sun 
thall not behold my raſcal Plight, 
hunted like a Highwayman, All 
Oxford in full Cry. You ſet that 
Chace afoot, Confound you, Ni- 
cholas Cottier, you ride too faſt; 
'tis yet an Four till Night. Her 
ſable Mantle ſhall befriend me. Two 
Days are paſt, fince I left that 
dreadful Town behind me, that Oxford, 
and ſtill the horrid Image haunts 


But where's this wary Widow, 
 Hudibraſs - himſelf? Oh this damn'd 
Appearance | — Nicholas, ſay how 

far 
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far from hence—Yes, . we'll all 


put Weepers on; that, that's the 


beſt Apology, Our inky Coats ſhall 
blot the Truth, and cheat the very 
Sun at Noon, 


Stop at that paltry Ale-houſe, — 


Zounds they know me there too. 


The Sun loiters in his Speed meer- 
ly to torment me; it never will 
be Night ; ; hut op , with 


And ſtop than aid, and had a 
Bacon and an Egg a-picce, The 
Doctor ſmoaked a Pipe, and cate- 
chiſed about the Widow. MNicbo- 
las Cottier anſwered every Queſtion. 
The Sun whipt on his Horſes, and 
hid his Head behind the Hill. 


NV. 


Now 
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Now came cloudy Evening on 
again. They mount their Palfries, 
and marched through the dark Cope 
of Night, to the very Gate of Nor- 
wich, Nor did they ſtop even then. 
The Doctor rid on further with flouch- 
ed Hat; and at the Inn the moft 
retired, he drew at length his Bri- 
dle. . * 


A checquered Retroſpect of Things 
| employ his mental Eye. But Ox- 
ford blackens all. The Widow white» 
ned Things a little. - And Nicbo- 
tas Cottier held her till to View. 


\ Supper now is done. And, by 
Way of ſmall Deſert, they order up 

a Taylor — Here, take Meaſure 
put 
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put us all in Mourning, dark as 
Midnight, Sirrah ; keep ſtitching 
till the Morning, you and all your 
Covey, Raſcal; let me have them 
on at Dinner, Call in twenty more 
ſuch Vermin as yourſelf; ſwarm 
your Garret. Your own Price, you 
Tadpole; ſpare no Coſt. By my 
Croſs and Titles, I dine not till the 
Mourning is brought me. Hence 
you Varlet, ring your Gooſe about 
for Taylors. Not a Noſe ſhall 
ſnuff the common Air, till all theſe 
Sables are accompliſhed ; not a Saſh 
ſhall ſtir till then. Get Cloſe-Stools 
to your Chambers; lie hid like 
Moles. Let Darkneſs be your Cur- 
tain, Darkneſs ſhall reveal you 
too ; Darkneſs viſible. 


But 
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But let us talk about the Widow. 
That Oxford will intrude. I wiſh 
the Devil had its Steeples, Bells 
and all. Drink the Widow, Nicho- 
las Cottier. My Wife is dead at Pa- 
ris, We are all in Weeds for her, 
a Month or two. She's dead; you 
can ſwear it, Yacky. Aye, ſhe is 
dead indeed. Fifteen hundred 
Pounds per Annum ; you ſaid fo, 
Nicholas Cartier. 


This Mourning is unlucky. My 
Perſon. will not ſtrike ; but my Ar- 
mour muſt be black. 


What both aſleep, you dull Com- 
panions! Snore on, for I have ano- 
ther Part to act. An Inſurrection 
keeps this Watch awake, and trou- 
bled 
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bled Fancy tolls the paſſing Hour. 
To-morrow will come; that Thought 
has planted all my Pillow. A 
thouſand Thorns, a Grove of ſharp 
Afflictions ſhoots up there. The 
Root of all is Oxford. Might an 
Earthquake ſwallow up my Griefs 
and it together; to the Center fink 
them both. My Heart-felt Woe 
and Oxford — How ſweet they ſlum- 
ber! —'tis a Year till Morning,— 
This Widow goads my weary Spi- 
rits, and Nicholas Cottier feels it 
1 | | 


Expelled from every City, by one 
damned Chance or other. Sf, Paul 
himſelf was perſecuted, — No Prin- 
ciple can plead at Oxford. Religion 


there affords my Crime no Cloak. 
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I'm naked there to every Scourge 
of Fortune; a Trickſter and a 
Raſcal, Oh, it knaws me to the 
Quick — hoo ſound that Cottier 
ſleeps. Well, Honeſty after all, 
His Head is on a downy Pillow 
His Houſe and Stables ſting me. — 
Oh for a Draught of deep . Oblivion 
Lethe, Garrick, drench me there. 
How ſhall I cheat this tedious, 
irkſome Interval. A ſmall Intrigue 
might help to ſhove it by; and 
lo! the Laſs and Warming-Pan, per- 
haps ſhe may take Pity on me; 
'tis their Nature to be kind. Her 
Eye proclaims her charitable ; and, 
I think, 1 feel myſelf an Odject. 
Oh, Fortune, grant that ſhe 
think ſo too. 


Var, II. G But 
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But what avails this dull Solilo- 
quy? I will keep the full Extent 
of all my utmoſt Claim. I muſt 
keep ſtirring. I believe the Thing 
will anſwer. The ſhorteſt Way's to 
try two Arguments, I have my 
Purſe and my rigid hard Condition. 
A ftrong Alliance, if my Skill don't 


fail me. 


9 


Well, theſe Women are a love- 
ly Opiate. This Girl has lulled my 
Cares already. Nicholas Cottier, do 
thou ſnore on. Snore on, my dar- 
ws, Jacky, the Conſort doth amuſe 

I ſhall not interrupt the Har- 
_ Another Mufic now invites 
me, The Inſtruments, I hope, are 
alt in tune: Mine, I'm fure, is 

ready ; 
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ready; and as Things have gone, 
it is in Truth a Miracle. No Phi- 
loſophy can ſooth like this. This 
is my Moorings and my Anchor, 
my Cable and my Compaſs. When 
all Things elſe have failed, this 
Friend, this truſty Friend has ſerv- 
ed me. Your Dreams, my Friends, 
may give you Joys; I'll bid for 
waking ones. Morpheus ſhed his 
ſofteſt Dews upon you: Nelly now 
and I muſt traffic. 


With that the Doctor marched 
into his Bed-Chamber ; not emp- 
ty handed to be ſure, that had 
been a wretched Method. Tradi- 
tion fays, that Knel conſented to aſ- 
fiſt him; and that their joint En- 

G 2 deavours 
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deavours made the Night ſeem 
ſhorter. 


The Morning came at laſt. The 
Doctor firſt was up, and rouſed 
from his Pallate Mr. Nicholas Cot- 


tier. 


Cottier grumbles, between Sleep- 
ing and half awake, — My Curſe 
may light on Doctor Taylor, cheat- 
ed of my Houſe, my Girl, and 
Stables. 


Why, hang you, Nicholas, what's 
the Matter ? Is this Time to ſcratch 
and grumble? the Widow, Man, 
will bring us all about again. I 


had a tolerable Night on it. Nick, 


get 
I 
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get up, and order Breakfaſt; bur 
notaWord of me, dumb, dumb as Death 
till the Mourning is arrived. O 
this tardy Taylor! Is the Widow 
fair or black, Nicholas? IT have 
dreamt a Dream. I fancy we ſhall 
have her; fifteen hundred Pounds 
fer Annum, My Dream was very 
promiling. This Neſs a merry 
Bedfellow ; the kept off Oxford and 
the Devil. The Widow's tall and 
ſlender, with a Roman Noſe and lit- 
tle Eyes. If my Dream fays right, 
her Hair are a little ſandy. 


By the Lord, ſays Nicholas, you 
have drawn her Picture; the Wi- 
dow to a Tittle. But have you ne- 
ver ſeen her, Sir ? 


9 Not 
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Not I, by all that's amorous. 


And will you give me back my 
Houſe and Stables, ſays Nicholas 
Cottier, leaping up with Joy? and 
ſhall I be once more a Landlord? 
A Fiddle-ſtick for all the Faculty, 
Who cares a Figg for Oxferd, your 
Guardian-Angel — Doctor Taylor is 
made up for ever! and Nicho/as Cot- 
tier ſhall again cry, Coming Sir. A 
Roman Noſe and little Eyes, and 
then the fandy-coloured Locks: pro- 
miſing Marks indeed! excellent To- 
kens of a mettled Philly / ſhe ſhall 
be mounted and that ſoon too. But 
are you ſure your Wife is dead ? 


Dead 
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Dead and damned too, Nick. The 
Huſſey died a Papiſt, among the 
Friars, Man, at Paris. She is up 
to the Chin in Purgatory, dead e- 
nough I'll warrant you; they'll hard- 
ly bring her back with all their 
Maſſes. She's provided for in Fo- 
ther World, at Bed and Board till 
Doom's- day. She'll never forbid 
the Banns, I promiſe you. 


Give me your Hand, fays Ni- 


cholas Cottier ; by the Lord there's 
fomethiog more than Smoke in this. 
Had you any Talk together ? 


O yes, we danced together, Ni- 
cholas, at a Ball; a crowded Ball. 
She was dreſſed in White. 
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Better and better ſtill , quoth 
Nicholas ; we'll firait ſet off. Oh, 
the lives but — a Curſe upon this 
Mourning, TH run to the Taylor's, 
Sir. 


Not a Jot by all that's comely, 
not an Inch beyond the Threſhold, 
to gain the Widow and her Join- 
ture; no, not the Bank of Eng- 
land, Nicholas Cottier. What tranſ- 
greſs the ſacred Law of nice Pro- 
priety | appear without my Sables ! 
Forbid it Taſte, forbid it Honour, 
No, Nicholas, I'd ſooner go back to 
Oxford and to Dublin, Not a Vi- 
ſage ſhall be viſible, till the Taylor 
ſets us free; the Raſcal muſt be 

quickened. 
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quickened. But here comes Nelly 
with the Breakfaſt. 


Hah, my little Chick. Aye, 
draw that Table near the Fire. 
Come, give me the Toaſt and 
Tackle. Where's this ſleepy Rogue, 
this Jack? That's my Darling, 
place it there, my Chick, How 
do you like her, Nicholas Cottier ? 
Come buſs, my pretty Chum, as 
ſweet as moiſt as ever. Another. 
Hah, my Chick, we'll fet off for 


France together: You love travel- 


ling, don't you Nell? But where's 
this Looby Jack? You like the 


Dream, you ſay. 


Aye ſure, ſays Nicholas Cottier, 
the Dream is worth. a Million. But 
here comes Mafter Jacty. 

G 5 bit 
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Sit down, you lazy Lout. How 
long you lie in Bed. Jac grows 
taller, don't he? Mourning will be- 
come him. This Oxford begins to 
vaniſh from my Thoughts, The 
Dream you fay is lucky. I think 
I ſee her now before my Eyes; 
ſuch a deep Impreſſion. "Twas no 
common Dream I'll ſwear it. Some- 
thing ſure will follow. A Plague 
upen this Oxford, it will relapſe a 
little; but the Raſcal Taylor. 


This Interval will jade my Spi- 
rits. Nelly, take theſe Things a- 
way, What think you, Nicholas, 
of a Game at Draughts ? 


Any thing to kill a Moment. 
Back-Gammon, Sir, ſays Nick? 
Shall 
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Shall I call for Tables. It is by much 
the better Game. Tis noiſy, and 
I like it for that Reaſon. A ſilent 
Game is like an empty Inn. 0 1 
hate the very Thoughts on't. I 
vow to God, tis dreadful. Come 
flap daſh, have at you. 


And fo they fought till Dinner. 
Jack ſat looking on. The Taylor 
twice is ſummoned to appear. But 
Dinner's on the Table. That Act 
is over, and the Scene's removed. 
The Doctor drinks the Widow, 
and Nicholas Cottier pledged him in 
a — 


The Taylor enters with the 
Shades of Night, and made the 
Dark ſtill more darker, He had 


G 6 employed, 
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employed, he ſaid, an Army of 
Veterans in the Doctor's Service; 
fifty Warriors with their pointed 
Steel, who tolled the ſhining Bar. 


And now the Doctor, Jack, and 
Nicholas Cottier, are equipped in all 
the Mockery of Woe from Head to 
Foot, compleatly fitted out to play 
their Parts the following Day. 


The Doctor fallies now abroad. 
And in his Train went Nicholas 
Cottier, Fack was near him on the 
other Side, and a Brace of Faot- 
men followed cloſe behind. 


With this ruefal Equipage ho 
marched onwards to his Mother's 


Shop. But in his Way was join- 
ed 
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ed by many. He thickened as he 
went. His Friends came flocking 
round him, Ten thouſand Wel- 
comes and a few Huzza's now 
make his Spirits dance with Joy, 
He promiſes a Lecture, and Bills 
are printed in a Hurry, His Levee 
is increaſed. The Blind in Multi- 
tudes are groping round about him, 
He triumphs ip the Sight, and cocks 
bis Hat at Oxford. The Widow 
kept her Ground within his Mind ; 
his Heart is fixed on her. 


He pays his Viſits, and prepares 
bis Lecture. Bills are ſent about to 
all the neighbouring Towns, and a 
mighty Fuſs is made. The People 
crowd about his Lodgings, expect» 
ing Miracles from his Hand, 
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A certain Farmer is reſtored to 
Sight by him. This happy Hit 
made all his Puffs canonical. They 
thought him more than Man. The 
Farmer paid him twenty Guineas, 
and every thing went ſwimmingly 
on. Nicholas Cottier chuckled up a 
little: And Jack began to look a- 
bout him. The Footmen too had 
Hopes. His Fortune ſeemed to take 
a Turn: And nothing now but 
Joy was talked of. 


The Lecture is at Hand; and 
Syllabuſes ſwarm the City, A nu- 
merous Audience is expected. The 
Ladies far and near are quite im- 
patient = The charming Doctor Tay- 

| | lor, 
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lor, he is an Angel of a Man, 
Lord, how fine he talks? 


At eleven o'Clock in the Fore- 
noon, the Day being Saturday, our 
Chevalier aſcends the Pulpit, and 
there was a glorious Houſe indeed. 
He mounted, it is true, in black; 
his Coat was of that Colour; his 
Ring and Croſs were bright as ever; 
his Eloquence was critic Proof; it 
dazzled and inſtructed, 


The Chevalier, from his Meri- 
dian, ſhot abroad his Luſtre. His 
Air and Action raviſhed all the La- 
dies. How like a Lord he looks! 
Few Lords are like him. Oh the 
ſhining Croſs, how bright it beams 
by Day. His Ring is like a Glow- 

| Worm ; 
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Worm ; but his Perſon the Reader 
may imagine, how the Doctor's 


Pulſe went pit-a-pat. He was now 
a pure Enthuſiaſt; not a Scrap of 


him who fled from Oxford ; not an 
Atom of that Scoundrel was in the 
Pulpit now at Norwich; another be- 
ing filled the Mourning Frock, it was 
a French one, His Morals, like his 
Perſon, put on a borrowed Dignity. 
Nothing little ſeemed to live about 
him ; at leaſt the Ladies thought 
ſo. He ſaw their Sentiments, he 
read their Eyes, he caught the fierce 


Infection, he kindled at the Blaze. 


Now, Reader, let us think a- 
while together, but not fleep upon 
the Subject, though a drowſy one: 
Let us talk of Dreams, for Dreams 

have 
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have ſomething wonderful in them. 
I know the Fathion is to laugh at 
Dreams. Perhaps it is a right one. 
In the general, no doubt, it is. 
But whether any Exceptions may be 
made, is, I believe, ' another Queſ- 
tion. Facts, like Mules, will ſtand 
between the Cart and Wall; they 
never yield an Inch of Ground to | 
Ridicule or Sophiſtry. 


That common Dreams are meer- 
ly Things of courſe, the very A- 
nimals may ſhew us. Dogs, Birds, 
and Horſes, are known to dream 
as well as Men. But that their 
Dreams are Propheſies too, is a Point 
no human Search can, I believe, 
ever find. 


Some 
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Some Dreams, as Homer fays, may 
come, from Jove. But come from 
where they will, the Doctor now 
is thunder-ſtruck. His Eyes are fix- 
ed on Vacancy ; at leaſt they ſeem 
to be ſo fixed. The Man is quite 
abſorbed; he ſtands, he ſtares, he 
calls for Nicholas Cottier. Nicholas 
is at Hand, and to the Doctor of- 
fers up a Cordial. He puts it by 
with his Diamond Finger, and till 
his Eyes are fixed. The Audience 
all are fixed on him; they ſtare 
with Grief and Wonder. His Eye 
is fixed on one, Oh, Nicholas Cot- 
tier, look, look there ! Is not that 
the Widow ? 


The 
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The Widow, Sir, for Heaven's 
ſake, where, where? | 


By the Lord, 'tis ſhe. - Oh, take 
me down then, Nicholas Chttier. 
Say, it is a ſudden Fit. But mark 
her well, and tell me where ſhe 
lodges. Some Angel has done this 
— The fifteen hundred Pounds a 
Year — As ſure as Death I have 
her. Mark her Lodgings, Nicho« 
las Cottier. I muſt grow worſe; 
ſo take me. down, and call a Car- 
riage. | 

The Doctor ſtill grows worſe ; 
and Nicholas Cottier tells his Friends, 
his Life's in Danger. 


The 
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'The Congregation is alarmed, 
The Ladies all expreſs their Sor- 
row. A Surgeon offers his Aſſiſ- 
tance. But Nicholas Cottier carries 
eff his Friend in Haſte, and leaves 
the Audience in a Pucker. 


The Doctor ſeizes Nicholas by 
the Hand. Zounds, I am now as 
well as ever. Have you found her 
 Lodgings out? Was ever ſuch a 
Viſion? I find I am the Care of 
Heaven yet; *twas Inſpiration. Ni- 
cholas Cottier, find me out her 
Lodgings. The very Woman to a 
Hair. It is a Match already. We 
ſhall fling the Stocking to be ſure. 
She ſtruck me like a Spirit, But, 


+ find me out her Lodgings. 
I ſhall 
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I ſhall haunt her in my Turn, 'It 
was a glorious Apparition, A Bot- 
tle of Sack or Burgundy. MNzcbolas, 
we muſt drink the Widow, Yow 
ſhall have your Houſe and Stables. 
Nicholas Cottier, thou art an honeſt 
Fellow. The Dream's a good one. 
Here, here's her Health; come, 
fall it up; you muſt find her Quar- 
ters, my Mind tells me, Man. 
Zounds, it was à lucky Stroke, 1 
ſhall have her. Fifteen hundred 
Pounds a Year are mine. You 
ſhall have the Houſe and Stables. 
Come, drink another Bumper, then 
turn out and reconnoitre, Let me 
know what People ſay concerning, 
this my ſudden Fitt. I never did 
ſo well in all my Life. "Twas a 
happy Interruption. I ſhall mount 
again 
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again To-morrow. The Oxford 
Buſineſs may now be damned. Mo- 
ney, Nicholas, is the grand Coſ- 
metic : It takes out 'every Stain. 
This ſhall be a joyful Night in- 
deed. Nelly ſhall fare the better 
for this Buſineſs; the Huſſey ſhall 
be glad. The Widow's very tall. 
Damn it, Nicholas, I like her 
Noſe and , Hair. Mary Queen of 
Scots exactly. T' be bound ſhe's 
Game. Aye, ſhe came to Town 
on Purpoſe. The greateſt Creature 
in the World. My Croſs and Ring, Ni- 
cholas ! how they ſpangle? Im quite a- 
nother Thing. Her Teeth are very 
white. Her Eyes indeed; but I 
ſhall mend that Article. Tl teach 
them to look ſoft. They'il melt 


at my inſtruftive Lecture. Let me 
alone, 
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alone for that; the Eye is my pe- 


culiar Province. I like her Looks 


extremely. She faſtened on my Per- 


ſon, IT thought her Eyes would 
eat me. 'Tll hold ten thouſand 
Guineas that ſhe dreamt of me, N- 


cholas; as fure as Death ſhe dreamt 
of me: It is a Match-making Dream, 
depend on it; a charming Go- be- 
tween, But has ſhe byte Ni- 
cholas Cottier N 


Not one alive, by George; all in- 
terred and gathered to their Father. 


The Stage is clear. 


— 


Say you ſo! By — then ſure as 


Day I mount it. Let me alone to 
act the Part, I wiſh the Curtain 


now was drawn, MONicholas, you 


you 
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you ſhall have your Houſe and Sta- 
bles. The Widow and I ſhall inn 
with you. Get again your Houſe- 
Keeper. We ſhall ring the Bells 


for you. But Nicholas, beat about, 
and bring me in what News you 
can. I long to know what People 


ſay. 


He ſcarce had ſpoke, when half 
a Dozen Gentlemen came into his 
Apartment; who ſeeing him in 
ſuch a lively Plight, expreſſed their 
Satisfaction, for they thought the 
Doctor had been ill. 


One of them, a Phyſician, felt 
his Pulſe, and aſked him, if ſuch 
Fitts were frequent -with him. But, 
ſays. he, you are now as ſound as 

any 


| 
c 
] 
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any Man in Britain. And I infift, 


Sir, that you ſup with me To- 
Night; you and all this Company. 
Nay, no Fe Done | 


With that they ſeized him | in 


a friendly Violence, and to the 
Leeche's Houſe they carried him 
Vie S Aras, 


The Ladies were juſt ſet down. 


to Tea; The Doctor's Fitt was. 
He felt about 


coming on again. 
for Nicholas Gottier; for who 8 
very deed ſhould front him, as 

ſat at Table, but the identic — 
dow? There ſhe was. And here the 


Doctor trembled. The Widow too 


had changed her Colour, and cer- 
Vor. II. H tain 
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any Man in Britain. And I indft, 
Sir, that you ſup with me To- 
Night; you and all this Company. 
Nay, no Fe Doc. 5 


With that they ſeized Le in 
a friendly Violence, and to the 
Leeche's Houſe they carried him 
Vie & 4 


The Ladies were juſt ſet down, 
to Tea; The Doctor's Fitt was 
coming on again. He felt about 
for Nicholas Cattier; for who in 
very deed ſhould front him, as he 
fat at Table, but the identic Wi- 
dow? There ſhe was. And here the 
Doctor trembled. The Widow too 
had changed her Colour, and cer- 

Vor. II. H tain 
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. tain Symptoms feem to tell her 


Caſe. 


T he Doctor ſaw and believed; 


and muttered to himſelf: Yes, ſhe 


had her Dream; ſhe's as much 
alarmed as I am. Oh, it is an 
honeſt Dream, 


In ſhort, the Chevalier fummon- 
ed up his Courage, and ſhone away 


extremely, His Wit was Rival to 


his Croſs, and flaſhed about much 
brighter. The Ladies are amazed, 
The Widow was ſtruck dumb, 
The Doctor had her in his Baſket. 
She is fairly brought on Shore. 
The Doctor ſtill grew brighter. 


The Widow * at Mercy. At 
leaſt, 


* Pr. 7 — 1 i = 
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leaſt, the Chevalier, from certain 
lucky Omens in his Favour, con- 
cluded * was _ 


The Widow * he exchanged a Shot 
or two together. She hoped, he was not 
often troubled with thoſe ugly Fitts, 
that robbed them of ſo fine an 
Entertainment this Morning. She 
ſaid, it was an envious one. She 
wiſhed the Ladies in particular could 
ſue it at Law for Damage, ſhe 
would gladly ſubſcribe her Nusta. 
And ſhe was ſure not a — La- 
dy would refuſe. 


To which the Doctor anſwered, 
That though that flight Viſit was 
the firſt of the Kind which he had 
ever received, he could not forbear 

H 2 thinking 
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thinking the Fitt was his Friend, 
ſince it helped to conciliate the 
Attention to him of ſo many 
beautiful Objects. And the Dam- 
age, as ſhe politely: was pleaſed to call 
it, ſhould, he hoped, be ſudden- 
ly repaired: For he propoſed to 
finiſh his Lecture on Monday-Morn- 
ing; where, Madam, if I am hap- 
py in any Excellence, it will be 
due to your Preſence. 
| LS. r ; 
The Widow. bluſhed .and bridled, 
and after .that ſhe looked a. little 
filly. | 


The Doctor ſaw and rejoiced, 
and ſet it down within. Then 
| leaning back to: Nickels Cettier, by 
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the living G- d, [ſhe's fixed; but 
this was in a Whiſper. 


But, to make the Story ſhort, 
they paſſed the Evening very plea- 
ſant. The Doctor returns with 
Nicholas Cottier to the Inn, and fi- 
niſhed the remaining Part with 
Nelly, 5 


The Morrow being Sunday, the 
Chevalier went to Church in all his 
gloomy Pomp; and ordered Matters 
ſo, by the Aſſiſtance of Nicholas 
Cottier, that he fat in the ſame Pew 
with the Widow. . Where he was 
not idle, but exchanged many a ſi- 
lent Vollies with her; Glance for 
Glance, like Lightning, was till 
exchanged. The Thunder was yet 

H 3 to 
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to come. The Bolt ſtood ready to 
be ſhot; and only waited for the 
prieſtly Word. 


He dines at the fame Table 
with her. The Buſineſs now went 
Whip and Spur. But Monday is ar- 
rived, and the Doctor mounts _ 
the Roſtrum. 


Reader, take this along with you, 
that, for the Space of four-and- 
twenty Hours, the Town of Oxford 
never came athwart him once, To 
which Negation of his Grief, and 
the Widow's Preſence put together, 
we owe, in Part, the dazling Beau- 
ties of his Ring and Lecture. His 
Hand and Voice, like the Bel! 


* and the Sound, gave ſuch 
5. Harmony 
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Harmony to Eyes and Ears, 'twas 
hard to fay, which pleaſed moſt, 
the Muſic or the Ringer. The 
Diamond here indeed comes in for 
Snacks,” and did as much, perhaps, 
as either. But among them all, the 
Thing was excellent. 


We have ſaid enough before a- 
bout the Eye at Oxford, therefore 
ſhan't at preſent parcel out the 
Matter, Beſides there is a Time to 
come, in which that Buſineſs ſhall at 
large be handled. Let it ſuffice, 
that his Townſmen were in Tranſ- 
ports; and who ſo much rejoiced 
as Tabitha the Quaker's Relict, for 
ſhe was there, and heard and ſaw 
herſelf, unſeen, unheard by Doctor 

G 4 Taylor, 
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Taylor, for he had other Fiſh to 
fry. | 


He was always with the Widow, 
and Nicholas Cottier was not idle. 


He meditates a ſmall E xcurſion 
to the Country. The Thing was 
planned by Nicholas Cottier. The 
Reaſons that induced him thereto, 
ſhall, in their proper Place appear. 
Mean while there is a Ball to be 
. held in Honour of the Chevalier 

Taylor. The Place is in the Town» 
Houſe. | : 


And here let Sceptics and Free- 
Thinkers learn to tremble, nor carp 


at Prophecies, nor laugh at Dreams. 
No 
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No Argument like Matter of 


Fact. 


The Widow was in white, ar- 
rayed from Head to Foot; her ve- 
ry Buckles wore that Colour. For 


Nicholas Cottier took his Oath on it, 


before that Infidel, Squire Chubb, at 


Saliſbury. 


The Doctor ſaw the bright Ap- 


pearance, and all the. Dream. came 


ruſhing on his Soul. He doubted 
if ſhe was not more than Woman, 
ſhe looked - ſo like an Angel; but 


he as black as Lucifer. That Mo- 


ment her Jointure did not ſtrike 
him; her Perſon and the Dream 


had ſeized on all his Mind; her 
H LF Fortune 
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Fortune was forgot ; that Moment 
he ſtood abſtracted from himſelf; 
and Taylor's Heart was honeſt: His 
Virtue, like the Faſhion, takes De- 
light in Change. The Doctor's 
Virtue was of the Ague Kind, the 
cold fit kept the longeſt. 


The fifteen hundred Pounds a Fear 
again bore Sway. He dances with 
the Widow to the very Tune he 
dreamt of, and every r was 
TE: 


' Nicholas Cortier capered' on the 
Floor for Joy, and-clapped-his Hands 


together, 


The Doctor is a Compound of 
great and ſmall; and, as we faid 
I at 


Dr. JOHN. TAYLOR. 135 
at firſt, a Co-incidence of all Ex- 
tremes. In him we find the Ocu- 


liſt; in him the Juggler; in him 


we find. the: Orator aloft, and on 
the Floor the Dancing-Maſter. The 
Doctor moved with better Grace 
than moſt of them. His Air was 
tinctured with the Foreigner, which 
made him viſible in all his Mo- 
tions. The firſt Figure in the Groupe; 
he was ſure to ſtrike you. He 
knocked down all at Norwich. 
The Widbw's Heart had taken 
Shelter in the Citadel; I mean, her 
Pride;. for all. the Outworks were 


demoliſhed. The Doctor gained 


them all, His Dancing drove her 
to the Arſenal; and even that was 


not likely to hold much longer. 
He The 
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The Doctor's Petards would ores a 
Paſſage. 


In a Word, ſhe told him where 
ſhe lived, and invited him to call 
upon her. She underſtood he meant 
to take a little Country Air, and 
her Houſe, ſhe faid, afforded a 


charming Proſpect. 


The Doctor makes his Bow, and 
promiſes to viſit her. | 


Nicholas Cottier is invited to, and 
ſo is Maſter Jachy. The Bowl went 
ſmoothly over the Green, and took 


the proper Byaſs, 


The Chevalier becomes religious; 
for truly this was ſomething. more 


than 
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than common. A Hand: inviſible 
had brought this happy Thing about. 
This, ſays he, is the Work of Pro- 
vidence, the Reward 'of my Zeal 
to the orthodox Communion of the 
Church of England, my honoured 
and ſpiritual Mother. My Suffer- 
ings for her Sake, I knew, would 
be rewarded. A Miracle is wrought 
to make me happy. ' You know 
it, Nicholas Cuttier, the Widow too has 
dreamed, if I ftand before you, 
Fil hold you half her Income, the 
Widow was inſpired. Tis not yet 
the Time to aſk her, but dream 
ſhe did, as ſure as you are wa- 
king. What ſay you, Nicholas 
Cottier 7 "PPE MN es 
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Dream or not dream, the Work 
is done, quoth Nicholas. Remem- 
ber, Sir, the Houſe and Stables. 
The Widow goes away To-morrow, 
won't you ſee her out of Town, 


Sir ? 


See her out of Town! Aye, Nicholas,. 
to the World's End. We muſt get rea- 
dy and attend her.; why not all the Way? 
we will: do nothing, Nick, by 
Halves. We will eſcort her. to her 
Houſe ;. we'll croſs the Threſhold, 
Give me. once but. Footing in her 
Palace, and leave the reſt to For- 

tune. We'll increaſe her Equipage. 

Let Tack get ready. 


Accor- 


Dr. JOHN TAYLOR. 19 


Accordingly the Doctor and his 
Train ſurprized her on the Road, 
She traveled in her Coach and 
Four. The Doctor was on Horſe- 
back. But managed Matters ſo that 
he took his Seat under the Shelter 
of her trundling Canepy. Maſter 
Jack and Nicholas Cottier rode on 
either Side of the Carriage. The 
Footmen joined the Widow's in. the 
Rear. ö 


And now the whole Proceſſion 
was drawing near the Caſtle. It 
ſtood upon a Hill, and made indeed: 
a fine Appearance. Nicholas Cottier- 
chuckled at the Sight on't. 


To 
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To make the Matter ſhort, they're 
all arrived. The Doctor and the 
Widow enter firſt, Maſter Tack 
and Nicholas Cottier follow in the 
Train; the Footmen. wind up all. 


And here the Doctor fixed his 
Foot upon- the Widow's Jointure- 
Land; and here the Anchor of his 
Hope was caſt, No Univerſity, 
called Oxford, was then on Earth; 
no Fumigations had Exiſtence, no 
Sir Goddart ever went a hunting; 
no Pump, no Spit, no Horſe-pond 
gave Annolfance. | 


Ulyſſes now is landed, and all the 
Voyage is forgot. The Widow o- 
pened 


Dr. JOHN TAYLOR. 16 
pened wide her Doors, and Hoſ- 
tality had Elbow-Room. 


The Doctor ſtill is gaining 
Ground, and Nicholas Cottier dreams 
of Thouſands. The Wedding-Day 
is now in Meditation. The Doc- 
drove on Jehu- like. Delays are 


dangerous. The Widow ſeemed tao 


put a Price on Time. She knew 
that Life was fleeting, and fain 


would catch the happy Hour. But | 


Felicity on Earth (we meddle not: 
with Things above) is indeed an in- 
termittent. Happineſs, like a drunk- 
en Fitt, is ſure to bring its Plague 
along with it. Why, Reader, the 
Doctor's Foot is in the Stirrup, 
ready to mount the Saddle of his 
high Ambition, But Envy, that 

infernal: 


1 
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infernal Jilt, has caught his Skirt 
behind, and pulled the hot Aſpi- 
rer down. 


Some meddling Fiend at Wor- 
wich had ſent a Whiſper in a 
North-Eaſt Wind that reached the 
Widow's Ear, the Burthen of which 
Meſſage was, that the Chevalier's 
Wife was as much alive as ſhe. 
This was a Stab indeed, that maſ- 
facred immediate Matrimony ; the 
bloody Hand unknown. 


The Doctor calls for Nicholas 
Cottier. Oh, here's the Devil come 
again, Nicholas. Read that Letter. 
The Widow is alarmed. What 
Remedy on Earth can fave us, 
Nicholas? Will you ſwear ? An Oath 
on 


Dr. FOHN' TAYLOR. 163 
on this Occaſion is nothing. You 
ſaw her Funeral, yourſelf a Mourn- 
er? 


Who, I, fays Nicholas Cittter ? 
Zounds! you fay ſhe died in France. 
I never ſaw the Country, but from 
the Cliffs of Dover. Sure ſhe is 
dead and buried. I thought you 
ſaid, ſhe boarded at an Inn called 
Purgatory, where no Bill was made 
till Doom's-Day. 


No- Joking now, by Heavens, 


I waſh my Hands on't, if ſhe's 


living. Vou faid, ſhe died, and 
died a Papiſt too. Theſe Prieſts 
can raiſe a Spirit, Remember, Sir, 
| waſh my Hands on't. 


Nicholas 
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Nicholas Curtser will not wrong 
the Widow. This Affair looks 


comical. 


I tell you once again, I waſh 
my . Hands on't. If the is above 
the Ground, I mean your Wife, 
Doctor, where are you? #ll.run 
my Chance without you, turn Oft- 
ler, Tapſter, any thing rather than 
—— Doctor, fend away to Paris, 
and have an Anſwer; let us know 
the Truth: Till that is done, tho 
J han't a Shilling, Nicholas Cottier 
mall forbid the Banns, 


Thou "filly Puppy! quoth the 
Doctor, don't you know the Act 


of Parliament? Duplicates are mor- 
tal, 


Dr. JOHN TAYLOR; 1365 
tal, Tyburn and two Wives. Pſhaw, 
you Blockhead, but Tacky ſhall ſet 


out To-morrow for the Capital of 


France. He will bring us an An- 
tidote for Scruples. He ſhall cure 


your Doubtings. Under Hand and 
Seal the College ſhall confirm it. 
Ae, * ſhall be — 


And ou he. did, with Inftrudtions 
from his Father, that if his Mo- 
ther was indeed alive, he ſhould 


not, by any Means, appear to her, 


but procure, far Money, - a falſe 
Certificate of ber Death, which 


muſt be ſigned - with the Names of 


the principal People in the Neigh» 
bouthood were ſhe died, eſpecially: 
the Prieſt and Officers of the Church 
where ſhe's interred. All this one 


Lavre 


| 
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Livre will accompliſh, by going to 


a proper Perſon for that Purpoſe. 
There is a Notary Norwich Man, who 
went from hence for Robbery. He 
lives near the College du Pleſis; his 
Name is Harriſen. Give him this 
Note and a Guinea, YFack, the 
Work is done. Conſider, you Rogue, 
the fifteen hundred Pounds a Year, 
you ſhall have your Horſe and 
Hounds, and Froggs upon your 
Coat again. But haſte, my Jacky, 
haſte, you muſt travel Day and 
Night, 'tis but five hundred Miles 
from hence to Paris; no- more in- 


| deed, my little Mercury; you'll fly 


it back and forward in a Trice: 
Remember H. Harrifon . But if your 
Mother is indeed in Heaven, which 
I greatly doubt, then you may go 

honeſtly 


Dr. JOHN TAYLOR. t& 
honeſtly to work, and there's an 
End. But haſte, my Boy. So bleſs 


thee, Jacky. 


Jacky travels off to Dover, and 
quickly trod on Gallic Ground, A- 
way he ſcours from Calais, impatient 
to arrive at Paris. 


He journeys in Company with 
an Engliþ Nobleman, who failed 
from Deaver in the ſame Ship with 
him. But whilſt on Board, he wore 
a Livery, and paſſed for his own 
Footman, The -Footman then was 
Maſter. 8 | 


They no ſooner landed, than they 
changed their Characters, and ſo my 
Lord appeared himſelf again. 

Young 
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Young Taylor and his Lordſhip 
grew very intimate upon the Road 
together, and Maſter Tacky, by De- 
grees, began to unbutton all his Bu- 
ſineſs to my Lord, who ſtarted at 
the Doctor's Villain. 


And what do you mean to do in 
this Affair, ſays my Lord; will you 
really carry on the Cheat? 


No not for the World, ſays Tay- 
ar; Id ſooner die than act ſo vile 
a Part. My Mother, I am ſure, is 
living, and ſhe ſhall know the 
whole Contrivance. I hate my Fa- 
tber's Principles, (and, to do him 
Juſtice, ſo he indeed does: be in- 
herits nothing from his Father, but 


4 | _— 


Dr. JOHN TAYLOR. 169. 
in his Profeſſion, where he ſhares 
an ample Portion of his higheſt: 
Skill. When ſuch uſeful _— we 
built upon an | honeſt Bottom, 
Poſſeflor may be truly called, a = 
lic Good. 

But my Lord and Jack are po 
ſet out again. My Lord enquires: 
about the Widow, and finds ſhe is 
his on Relation. His Blood begins 
to Kindle; for it ſeems he lored: 
her a little mote than n lo. 
He is RO vow in Bartel 

ir your: Mother, Boy, be Nag — 
W leave the Thing to me. ru 
ſpoil his Sport for him.“ Come, . 
put on with Speed, Man. Damn 
me,, I'll be with him, a Raſcal, 
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to attempt my Kinſwoman. My 

Buſineſs is a Jaunt of Pleaſure, 1 

hope the Widow will not be ſo 

mad. She'll wait till your rw 
won't ſhe ? | 1 | 


O yes, my Lord, I believe ſhe 
will; though. ſhe ſeems "no 


too. 


Puſh on, puſh on; young Spark 


this Bufineſs maſt be minded. Oh 


the filly Slat! to harbour ſuch a 
Raſcal. I know the Coxcomb well 
enough. I helped him out of Jail 
at Turin. Come, whip away, my 
Lads. Can you find your Mother's 
Lodgings ? 


I Yes, 


Dr. J OHN TAYLOR. x7: 


Yes, yes, my Lord, I know' it 
well enough; ſhe has lived there 
theſe ſeven Years. I'd find the 
Spot at Midnight, My Father is 
indeed a 


Raſcal, ſays my Lord. But 1 
ſhall trim his Whiſkers for him. 


They ſoon alight at Paris. My 
Lord invites the Lad to his Hotel, 
and in the Morning packs him to 
his Mother, whom he found as fat 
and as fair as ever. He lays the 
Plot before her. She adviſed him 
to proceed, as if the veally * not 


living. 1 bub 
10 15 
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But, fays ſhe, I'll have him hang- 
ed at Norwich. Jack, do you go 
on, and call on - Harriſon. I ſhall 
make ſome Shift, IJ warrant you. 
Jack, what a Rogue your Father 
is! But go to Harriſon; get every 
thing from him you want. Was 
there ever ſueh a Villain? What 
Lord is this you talk of ? 


A very worthy one, ſays Jack. 
I muſt go back and dine with 
him. | N 


Jack got all Things ready, and 
waited on my Lord to Dinner. He 
produced his Credentials under the 
Signet of Mr, Harriſon. 
1 25 His 


Dr. JOHN TAYLOR. 173 


| His Lordſhip laughed outragiouſly, 
and ordered ack to reſt himſelf a Day 
or two, and then ſet out for Ca- 


lais. But bring you Mother here 
To-morrow. 


Accordingly ſhe came and dined 
with his Lordſhip. And after ſome 
Diſcourſe in private, Jack was or- 
dered to ſet out the next Morniag 
for England. 


But, ſays my Lord, my Letter 
will be there before you, I have 
written' to the Widow. Your Mo- 
ther knows my Project. I have 
ſpoiled his Market. However, Jack, 
do you ſay nothing, and give the 
Raſcal your Certificates. Your Mo- 

1 ther 
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ther too has wrote to Norwich. 
Keep you the Matter cloſe, and 1 
ſhall thank you for it, | 


Jack drives Jehu-like to Calais, 
and ſoon after arrives at 


From thence he poſted to the 
Widow's. 


The Dodtor claſped him in his 
Arms, and cries out, Is ſhe then 
in Heaven, Tack ? 


Jack produced his Papers. 


The Doctor leaps for Joy. And 
cries out, Nicholas Cottier, by the 
Lord, the Baggage is defunct, the 
Coaſt is clear, dead, dead as Clev- 
0 Oh, you fhall have your 

Houſe 


Dr. JOHN, TAYLOR. 175 
Houſe and Stables. Tacky, you 
ſhall have the , Hounds and Horſes. 
Read it, Nicholas Cottier. The Wi- 
dow is my own. The charming 
Widow, all in White. What think 
you now of Dreams? Oxford may 
go fiddle. I give Misfortunes to 
the Winds. The Saints take Care 
of Taylor, and. the Angels ſtoop 
to meet him. But, Nicholas, the 
Widow now is near a Criſis. Her 
Change is on the Threſhold. Let 
us fly to tell her. Come, Tacky, 
you ſhall have her Bleſſing, Sirrah ; 
a happy Day for you, you Rogue 
you, But let us make her lift her 
Head again. She'll grow taller, Ni- 
cholas, and thicker too, I hope. 
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But here ſhe comes, the God: 
Gel of Defire, the Loadſtone. 


O my charming Chick! Read, read, 
Here's your holy Writ, your Scrip- 


ture - Proof, my Dove, four Months 


beneath the ſacred Turff. And 
could you doubt my Honour, diſ- 
truſt your Chevalier, thou beauteous 
Infidel? But I ſhall finiſh your 
Converſton. The Hands of all the 
Clergy, the Undertaker too, the King 
himſelf ſhall fign it. Are you now 
convinced, my Chick ? What Fiends 
are thoſe at Norwich, that envyed 
you, my Dear? But let them all 
be curſt. Now, ſhall we name the 


Day, my Chicken? To-night, To- 


morrow, 


Dr.. JOHN TAYLOR. 177 
morrow, or on Friday? What ſay 
you, Nicholas Cottier ? Friday is 2 
very lucky Day. I got this Croſs 
on Friday. On Friday I eſcaped 
the Inquifition. On Friday I firſt 
beheld this Charmer. On © Friday E 
mall make her mine for ever. 


The Widow bluſhed, and courte- 
ſy'd, and ſaid nothing. The DoQon 
caught the Omen, and cried out, 
Silence gives Conſent. Nicholas Cot- 
tier gives a loud Huzza, And 
Maſter Tacky looks 'a little filly: 
Not a Word about a Letter from 
my Lord. He did not like the 
Thing at all, and was reſolved to 
ſqueek. He waits however till To- 
morrow, hoping ſomething might 
SI 133 come 


| 
| 
[ 
| 
f 


178 THE HISTORY OF 
come out. But To-morrow was as 
dumb as Yeſterday, 


Facky tould not reſt. He takes 
his Horſe, and ſteels away to Nor- 
wich; where his Father's Uncle 
was then upon a Viſit to his Bro- 
ther, the very Man who lives this 
Day at Hoxton. Young Taylir tells 
his Story. 


The good old Gentleman was 
ſtruck with Horror. What, ſays he, 
and his Wife alive? She is his 
Wiſe, In ſwear it. I gave her 
from my Hand in Marriage. And 
what is more, I paid for the Wed- 
ding-Supper too. Oh, my graceleſs 
Nephew ! Is Friday then the Day? 


I'll fave the Lady from his wick- 
ed 


Dr. JOHN TAYLOR agg 


ed Snare, and your Father from the 
Gallows; yes, I'll forbid the Banns, 
never fear it, Boy. Do you go 
back again, my Boy. 1 like your 
Honeſty, ſay nothing. On Friday 
Morning 1 ſhall meet you at the 
Red. Hart. You know the Inn, don't 
you ? 


Yes, Sir, very well, ſays Jacly. 


So back he went, with his Mind 
much eafier. Mean while the Che- 
valier and Widow are upon the Top 
of Piſgah, ready to leap into the 


promiſed Land. Nicholas Cotter. 


hopes for Houſe and Stables, and 


Maſter Jacky eats his Bread and 


Butter, 


g 4 SS + 
1 6 Reader, 


7 


i 
mT 
1 
1 
. if # 
vii} 
1 4 
17 
145 
1, : 
: * 
. 
1 
in * 4 
W , 
1 0 
1 
4 
Nine 
its 
2448 
. 
i 
"1 at 
i 
1 
'F 
* 
1 
[1 * 
1 
7 
4 1 
oe 0 
. 
4 7 
14 
U 


— ati ev _ — —— 


180 n ren * 


Reader, an is — A 
And, as ſure as Fate, To-morrow 
will be Friday. To- night the Wi- 
dow dreams indeed. Her Dreams, 
God knows what, imperfect Pro- 
logues of the Scene at Hand, \ 


Ihe Doctor was up before the 
Sun. A thouſand fairy Viſions are 


dancing in his View. He graſps at 


Phantoms of Delight. He owns 


there is a Providence. He feels that 
Truth within him, Gratitude and 


Faith. He triumphs in his Suffer- 
ing. The Inquiſition and its Hor- 
rors ſerve but to heighten every 
Joy. He ruminates on the Rap- 
tures of the approaching Hour, and 


all his paſt Misfortunes are forgot. 
| Oxford 
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Oxford is anfnihilated'/- His Croſs; 
that Urim of his Fate, looks bright- 
er than the Widow's Eyes. The 
Diamond on his Finger was indeed 
2 little clouded. It was the Mar- 
riage Finger too; which untimely 
Omen gave the Doctor Pauſe. He 
rubbed his Eyes, he ſneezed, he 


looked again, and ſtill the Cloud 


continued ; he rubs it with his Lin- 
en on the leſt Side near his Heart, 
but, rubbing made it worſe; he 
then returns it to its Station on its 
Finger, and thought no more about 
it. | 


But in that very Moment up 
comes Nicholas Cottier. His Coun- 


tenance was like the Moon in a 


Ne Evening; it looked à little 
muddy, 
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muddy, as through  unquiet Reſt ; 
for Nicholas had his Dream. | 


Heaven grant that all may ſpeed, 
quoth Nicholas, my Dreams laſt 
Night. But Dreams; I hope, are 
nothing, excepting your own about 
the Widow. Mine, Ill ſwear's a 
ſad one. 


The Doctor ſtares, and fone a 
little touched. And Nicholas pro- 
ceeds to tell his Dream. 


I thought, ſays Nicholas, that my 
Houſe and Stables were again my 
own ; that the Widow and yourſelf 
were both to dine with me, and 
that Rache was come home. I 


thought the Floors were covered 
all 
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all with Ruſhes, and Flowers were 
growing in the Chimneys. 'Oh | 
how I rejoiced to- meet with Ra- 
chel; I took her in my Arms, 1 
thought, and threw her on- the 
Ruſhes, juſt to try if they were ſoft 
or not. But in that very Inſtant I 
thought a Whirl-wind carried off the 
Roof of the Houſe, and all the 
Ruſhes, and the Roſes; but ſtill 
that Racbel was between me and 
the Floor, I felt it very cold; and 
when I waked, inſtead of Rachel, 
what fhould be under me but a 
tawdry dreſſed- up wooden Doll, which 
the Maids had put to Bed to me, 
for you remember I was pretty tip- 
ſy. By the Lord, I believe, it bodes 
no Good; my Spirits are as low as 
ſtooped ſmall Beer. 


Pſhaw, 
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| Pſhaw, tat you, quoth the Doc- 
tor, your Dream is made of Por- 
ridge. Your Rachel and your Ruſh- 
es. — Is the Widow ſtirring? tell 
me that, and let your Dream go 
fiddle. What's the lucky Hour, 
Nicholas Cottier ? Twelve o'Clock, 
J believe, for then the Sun is at 
the higheſt. An Emblem of my 
preſent happy Fortune. We'll be 
married, Nick, at twelve, and in 
the Church too, in the Face of all 
the World. Who dare forbid the 
Banns ? Nicholas, you muſt give the 
Widow, and do the Thing with 
Dignity, But come, we'll in and 
rouſe her up. What do you hang 
your Head for? | 


God 
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| God ſend, ule Nicholas, - + may 
have my Houſe and Stables. This 
ugly Dream torments me. "I cannot 
rub it from my Thoughts; it ſtieks 
like Bird-lime. That plaugy wood - 
en Doll, inſtead of Rachel, looks I don't 
know — But let us rouſe the Wi- 
dow. I'll give her like an Alder- 
man, III act my Part, * war- 
rant you. - 


So in they went, and fat them 
down to Breakfaſt. The Widow 
was as briſk as ever. Her Dreams 
were not like Nicholas Cottier's, ' No- 
thing now but Rant and "Ripture 
paſſed between the Doctor and the 
Widow. But Nicholas looked as 
dull 


f 
4 
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dull as ever. Mr. Tacky too was 
OE EE 


And now the Sun is haſting up 
the Hill. His Coach, has reached 
eleven, and the Widow's too is get- 
ting ready; for the Church was 
about a Mile diſtant from her Houſe. 
The Parſon and the Licenſe are 
waiting at her Elbow, and the Hour 
of Noon is coming very faſt. The 
Parſon looks upon his Watch, and 
the Doctor took the Hint immedi- 
ately. He ſeized the Widow by the 
Hand, and led her to the Coach, 
which ftood waiting at the Gate; 
the Parſgn followed, and ſo. did 
Nicholas Cottier. Theſe four were 
in the Coach. The Servants brought 

"Py 
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up the Rear on Foot, by way of 
Witneſſes, And ſo they marched 
forwards to the Holy Place. The 
Clerk was there in waiting. 


They are now arrived, and Ser- 
vice ſoon begins. The Parſon took 
the ſhorteſt Cuts, and travelled thro' 


the Prayers with all Expedition. 


About the Middle of the Service 
a Footman in a white Livery, 
turned up with red, came into the 
Church, ſat down awhile, and look- 
ed about him, and . went out 


again. 


Nicholas Cottier wondered at the 
Thing, and * ſome Strangers 


were 
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were coming to the. Wedding. Nor 
did he w amiſs, 


The Bleſſing is pronounced, ah 
now the Chevalier reviews again his 
Croſs and Diamond Ring. Appear- 
ances are not propitious. But what can 
now obſtruct him. He eyes the 
Widow, and neglects his Oracles. - 


And now the important Groupe 
is formed. There ſtands the Bride 
and Bridegroom, here the Prieſt and 
Nicholas Cottier. The myſtic Rights 
begin; the Parſon has advanced; 
and Nicholas takes the Widow by 
the Hand; and, with a parental 
Air, gives it joyful to the Docter. 
When in that very inſtant, that aw- 

ful 
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ful Inſtant, enter two Gentlemen 
in Riding-Habits, and with them 
enters Maſter Jacky. | : 


Hold your nne Hand, you 
Dog, ſays one of them, and ſeized 
on Nicholas Cotter ; and you, you 
Villain "Taylor. - Ah, you cheated 
Woman ! I forbid the Banns. Far- 
ſon, cloſe your Book. . call 
Conſtable, - of SPAR, B's 


* 0 


Now, Reader, or rather let me 


call on Mr. Hogarth Haymon; or, 
if were be a better Painter, let me 


call on him; what is Joſeph's Diſeovery 
compared to this? There ſtands a 
Groupe; obſerve the different Fa- 
cet. F. 234 


0 - _ * VB, * 
% . « 4 » 1 


We 
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We ſhall not now explain it fur- 
ther, than that the Widow knew 
my Lord, her Couſin, Mr. Yacky's 
Fellow-Traveller; and the Doctor 
knew his Son. Language was va- 
niſhed from the Parties moſt con- 
cerned, except what. ſtaring Eyes 
and ' gaping Mouths afforded. This 
was the Widow's Caſe; ſhe was 
ſtruck dumb. The Doctor ſtared as 
bad; and ſo did Nicholas Caottier. 
The Parſon only could articulate : 
And he, after pauſing too awhile, 
demands, for Heaven's Sake, -what | 
was the Matter? = 


Matter, Villain! . Ceaſe, your Of- 
fice. This Raſcal Tay/or has a Wife | 
now living. 

Who, 


/ 
Dr. . TATEOR. 791 


Who, 12 Wife ? led the 


Doctor, I have no Wife as "__ 
A Minute more had given ' me 
ode. But, Bloed and Death, Sir, 


who are you? My former Wife 


is dead at Paris, dead 'a Year ago. 
How dare you, Ruffian, by 94.4 
this holy ae! 


But the Widow 1 It is my 
Lord, my Kinſman. There's ſome- 
thing ſure in this. For Heaven's 
Sake, 8 7 * what , Mat- 
r ry 


rn e TE ae my 
Lord. And ſo the blew a Wbiſ- 


tle. When, ftrange to ſay, who. 
ſhould march up the Ifle, in per- 


fet 'Fleſh and Blood, in ample 
Plight 


a 
— — — — — — 8 _ _ 
=T — —— — — ̃ꝗ —AʒPA og — ws _ — — = 
_ * = = — 2 
£3 4 Ta 
<-> _ ”_w - 


XI" DEED 7 SIN" 2 = * 
* - 


— — 


— — 


182 THE HISTORY OF - 
Plight and fair Condition, but the 
Doctor's antient Conſort, ' Mrs. Mar- 
tha Taylor, and with her marched 
his Uncle, who dwells: this Day at 
Hoxton, , Now, Madam, , ſays my 
Lord; that's the Matter. There's 
his lawful Wife before you; and 
there's his honeſt Uncle, who gave 
her to him in Marriage, Now, Trai- 
tor, look on ber. | 
vo 1 
The Doctor 05 like Hamlet: 
The. Widow drops into bis Lord- 
ſhip's Arms. i The Doctor ruſhes to 
the Door, and bids ten thouſand: 
Curſes blaſt them all. Nicholas Cot- 
lier ſtill? upon the Ground. The 
Doctor leaped : upon the Footman's 
Horſe, and drove away like * 
No matter where? 
9411. 110 K. 17 1 R "++ 
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The Lady's Fitt engroſſed the 
Attention of the Company, and gave 
him Opportunity to make off. ON 


Oh, ſudden Change of Fortune! 
But we have not Time to mora- 
lize at preſent. The Reader, of his 
own Accord, may purſue the Bride- 
groom without his Boots, or Whip, 
or Spur, riding away for Life. 
The Halter, not the 'Wedding-Ring, 
was now his Cue. * 

The Widow is returned to Senſe. 
My Lord applies his Smelling-Bot- 
tle; and indeed her Caſe was pi- 
teous; it would. draw Tears from 
any honeſt Heart. Nicholas Cottier 
wept with Sorrow, and forgot his 

Vor, IL K Houle 
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Houſe and Stables; for the Widow 
pierced him thro' and thro' with ſuch 
a triſtful Look, and Mrs. Taylor 
ſcanned him with a ſuſpicious Brow. 
The Parſon looked like one that 
loſt his Purſe, and groped about 
for Explanation. Maſter Jacky 
But the Painter will expreſs the 
whole. 


My Lord and his Friend leads 
away the Widow to her Coach. 
Her Wedding was almoſt a Fune- 
ral, She looked like one expiring. 
Mrs. Taylor and her Friends were 
carried back to the Red- Hart-Jnn, 
from whence they came, in my 
Lord's Carriage. My Lord and his 
Friend waited on the Widow in . 
her Coach; and Mieke Cottier fol- 
| | lowed 
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lowed on at Diſtance, footing ſlow- 
ly, which gave him Leiſure to let 
looſe his Sorrows, for Nicholas frets 
ted with a Vengeance. The Coach- 
es ſtill were gaining Ground of 
him, The Church flood in the 
old Place; for thrice he caſt his 
Eyes behind him. My Dream al- 
ſo has beat the Doctor's. That wood- 
en Doll inſtead of Rache/; the 
Footman's Horſe, and not the Wi- 
dow. We both have mounted wrong, 
Oh, ſuch a Pair of Jockeys. The 

Y Race is loſt for ever. Where are 
now the Houſe and Stables? This 
Mrs. Taylor hates me too; but the 
Widow knows I'm honeſt. My 
Dream was not made of Porridge. 
I wiſh 1 was at Canterbury, I don't 
AF know where to turn me. Then, 
K 2 leaning 
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leaning on his Staff, he muttered to 
himſelf, the Lord knows what, and 
curſed the Day he turned Apothecary. 
Rachel too came into his Mind, and 
every thing that vexed him. He 
looked once more towards the Church, 
and faid, his Dream had got the 
better. A woeful Victory, quoth 
Nicholas, Tf this be Dreaming, let 
me ſleep no more, I never ſhall 
fee my Houſe and Stables, I wiſh 
I had never known you, Doctor 
Taylar. But what ſhould bring that 
Lord from Paris. As ſure as Death 
he loves the Widow. Tl hold my 
Life, he ſtands the faireſt Chance. 
Oh, Rachel where are you To- 
night ? My Curſe upon you, Doc- 
tor Taylor, © 


He 
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He ſtooped again upon his, Staff, 
and muſed in Secret; when Mr. 
Tacky, with a Slap on the Back, 
rouſed him from his fad Solilequy. 
Nicbalas Cattter, thou art. an honeſt 
loves you. My Lord will be your 
F riend. | 77 + £ 


This waked him. from his Re- 
verie, He jumps for Joy; and a- 
way he trudges, with Maſter Tacky, 
to the Red. Har. lun; where Mrs. 
Taylor and the e made him 


welcome. 


In theſe warm Quarters ſhall we 
take our Leave of honeſt Nicholas 
Guitier, and his Friends: And, out 

K 3 "i 
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of meer Compaſſion, turn about in 
queſt of the Chevalier, 


The Reader muſt forgive a ne- 
ceſſary Blank in this our Story. 
That is, we can ſay nothing of the 
Doctor's Hiſtory from the Time 
that he took Horſe at the Church 
Door, till he. arrived at the Velſb- 
Harp-Inn on Cheſter Road; for there 
he. came at laſt, He came, it's 
true, without his Horſe, Through 
ſome Accident, or Miſtake, or other, 
the Steed was left behind, and the 
Doctor, at this Time, alighted from 
a return Poſt- Chaiſe, 


The Reader may gueſs how Mat- 
ters went in the Chevalier's Mind, 
during the Interval abovementioned, 
But 
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But he is now at the Welch-Harp, 
like a Weather-beaten' Ship in Har- 
bour, with Tackle torn, and Steer- 
age out of order. He calls for 


Supper, and aſked what Gueſts were 
then in the Houſe? 


He was told, there was but one 
Gentleman, who would be very glad 
to on Com pany wu him. 


To which Propoſal the Doctor 
readily agreed. When preſently, to 
his great Surprize, who ſhould en- 
ter the Room, with much Addreſs 
and Formality, but his. ancient and 
approved Friend, the worthy Mr. 
Richard Eagle. Never was a Tra- 
gedy Part ſo well performed upon 
Covent Garden Stage, or Drury, as 

K 4 this- 
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as this that now was acted at the 
Welch-Harp-Inn, between thoſe much 
alarmed and maſt illuſtrious Heroe's. 
A Pair of CharaQers indeed! Dick 
Eagle was the moſt in Dumps. He 
bowed the ofteneſt, with his Hand 
upon his Breaſt, and his Eyes caſt 
downwards; a Kind of conſcious 
Cringe, a filent half Confeſſion of 
ſomething not ſo fair as might be, 
that had paſſed between em. Perhaps 
the roaſted Mutton, Spit and all, 
with. which he regaled the. Chera- 
lier at Dublin, was then ſerved up 


by Memary to his Apprehenſion. 


| But the Doctor cries out, What, 
again, my early evil Genius and my 
laſt, what Fate has flung us thus 

together 
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together? But Richard Eagle, Tim 
a Wretch indeed. | 


Hear me, dear Sir, ſays Dick, I 
thank you for the Hint. Command 
my Life, my F artune, my Sword, 
my Purſe, my Pencil, and my other 
Province too. There's a Couple of 


Pullets in this Family, I fancy they 


are Game. But, to your Story, Sir, I 
long to be your Friend once more. 


The Doctor, like the Trojan Wans 
derer, with 8 melancholy. Heart, re- 
lates to Mr. Richard Eagle the whole 
unfortunate Affair. The Widow's 
Story; a diſmal Epiſode indeed ! 
The ſympathizing Dicky echoed 
Groan for Groan. A forrowful Dus 
et it was, no doubt. But Supper 

K 5 and 
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and the Landlady's handſome Daugh- 
ter, which both came in together, 
put an end to the triſtful Tale. 


They ſup and chat. The Doc- 
tor felt his Vigour come about a- 
gain, His Mind, though: crowded' 
with his late Misfortune, had yet: 
ſome little Room. for Gallantry.. 


Diet and he compare their Notes. 
A Plan is ſettled, Dick was on his 
Road to Cbeſfer; and the Doctor's 
Needle pointed to no certain Coaſt. 
He was a Citizen WY the World at 


large. 


Take Notice, Reader, this was a 
very critical Point of Time indeed. 


The Pretender was then at Preſton: 
And 
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And Mr. Eagle had formed a De- 
ſign, if poſſible, to come at his 
Picture; not through any diſaffect- 
ed Motive, but meerly to get a 
little Money; for the political and 
religious Creeds of Mr. Richard Ea- 
gle would do as well in Turkey, 
China, Portugal, as in England. 
No, the Poſitive, as Dichy calls it, 
was the Point in view. 


a a "ej . 1 7 Gini 
get but Jenny Cammeron s too; the 
Thing might bring a Thouſand. 


Jenny Cammeron ! quoth the Doc- 
tor. What, is not ſhe the Preten- 
der's Miſtreſs ? 


4 
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The ſame, quoth Dicly. 


At that the Doctor gave a Spring 
and danced about the Room, His 
Cauſe is blaſted; the Pretender is 
undone, cries out the Doctor. A 
Patriot Spirit ſtirs within me. I have 
long employed my beſt of Faculties 
againſt both Pope and Popery, — 
Here's a Stroke indeed ! Cuckold 
the Pretender, and make a Convert 
of his Miſtreſs; then all the Plot 
comes out. The Government may 
perhaps confider me. Give me thy 


Hand, my Fr tend, 


Take it, and my Heart too, fays 
Dicky, And will you venture on 
this 
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on this Bottom? Here's the Sor- 
rels, Sir; you ſee here's the Poſi- 
tive, ſays Richard, taking from his 
Waiſtcoat Pocket a whole Handful 
of Guineas. 


The Chevalier approved the Omen. 

And in the Morning they both ſet 
out for Cheſter. Dick Eagle was 
obliged to call upon a certain Noble- 
man in that Neighbourhood. 80 
away they jogged together. 


The Chevalier had Jenny Camme- 
run in his Eye, and Dick the Pic- 
tures. | 


They atrive at Cheſter, remain a 
Day or two, and then proceed to 
Preſton. But on the Road they 

4 heard 
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heard that the Rebel Army was 
then at Mancheſter. So they chang- 
ed their Courſe, and made for that 


I: 


Dick Eagle had procured a Paſs 
from the Nobleman abovementioned, 
who lived within a Dozen Mile of 
Cheſter. They found it zuſeful in 


their Journey. 


As the Chevalier approached the 
Town, ſomething like Inſpiration 
was kindled in his Eyes. I fhall 
live the Champion of the Cauſe, or 
die a Martyr for my Country. 
This Enterprize is worthy of my 
Spirit. Oh, Richard Eagle, like ano- 
ther Hannibal, your Friend is ſworn 


the Enemy of Rome, if I can con- 
vert 
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wert her. I feel my Arguments | 
are ſtrong. My Croſs and Dia- | 
monds look propitious. 


Dicky anſwered, Why not give 
his Picture? "twill ſerve him in his 
Cauſe. If the Man is handſome, I 
believe I may come at him, as to | 
his Cauſe, What ſay you, Doctor? 


Yes, I'll be revenged, quoth the 
Doctor, for Inquiſition now, and all; | | 
revenged for Portugal, for Spain, 
and France. Oh, thou truſty Cham- | 
pion of the Proteſtant Church, ſtand 
by me now or never. What's your 
paltry Picture, Richard Eagle, your | 

| thouſand Guineas to a Stroke like 
mine? 


Guineas 
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Guineas, Sit, quoth Dzch, are uſe- 
ful. They bribe an Evidence, or 
bring a Wench. 


Damn your Trib Evidence and 
Wench, replies the Doctor, the Re- 
volution is concerned in my Attempt. 
The Caufe of Nations hangs upon my 
Weapon. But, oh, this curſed Wi- 
dow ! Now, Dick Eagle, the Town's 
at Hand. There is a Rifing in Fa- 
vour of my Scheme. Things I be- 
heve will proſper. What think you, 
Dick, of this? They ſay ſhe's luſty. 
But, Richard, the muſt burn her Beads. 
T'1 teach her to keep Account without 


their Help. 


End of the SECOND VOLUME. 


